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“Saited” for a Million. | 


By the author of “NICHOLAS CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 
’ MAN OVERBOARD, 


‘Ina twinkling the tall man had gripped his com- 
Panion by the throat. 

Then he bent him backward over the steamer rail. 

It was midnight and after, but there was a full 
moon, the sky was cloudless, and the surroundings 
_ Were almost as plain as by day. 

The big Sound steamer throbbed and churned along 
on its eastern course with all its passengers in their 
_ Staterooms. x 
; ‘That is, all but two. 

These two were on the shaded side of the boat, well 
aft. 

__ They had been seated on a bench in the narrow pas- 

. sage between the side of the beat and the cabins. 


ft > at Le 
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But, as they talked, they became excited, and both 
arose. . 
In a flash of anger the tall man suddenly executed: 
his hostile move against the other. 
For a moment the two glared into each other’s eyes. 
“Be a little more temperate in your speech, Lansing,” 
said the tall man, coldly, “or something will happen.” 
“You'd kill me,aTerhune!” gasped Lansing as the 
tall man withdrew his hands. Nest, 
_ Something will happen, I said,” returned Terhune, 
sharply. 
“Why don’t you kill me?” taunted Lansing. 
you could have everything your own way.” 
“Wilt you be reasonable?” 
“T am reasonable. You come from the West, Ter- 


“Then 


hune, and these « knock-down-and-drag-out Western 


methods of yours won’t go in the East.” 


ae 
Terhune muttered something under his breath. 
“IT am armed,” continued Lansing, threateningly, 
| “and if you lay a hand on me again it will be at your 
~~ own peril.” 
“Don’t give me any cause to lay a hand on you, and 
. you'll be safe enough.” . 
= “When I tell you I think you are trying to dwindle 
cae my guardian on this Royal Ophir mine deal, I am stat- 
ing what I believe to be a fact.” ~ 
a “Swindle is a hard term, young man.’ 
Pe i s the only term to use—sometimes.” 
gs : “This is not one of the times. Everything in this 


id transaction is open and =e board.” 
2 “That is, it seems so,” 
Ht is 80.” 
Sey a: “ight a BA ge ch in my bones that my guardian is 
78 »pycock r » 


ar rae ive we 


a eit my guardian i is ete’ into the deal ; not yours or 
hg “his” bru 
: “Your guardian is safeguarding your interest in 
4 yen possible way.” 

7 z,, 4 don’t care if heis. You're shrewd, enough to pull 
«: the wool over his eyes, and I think you're doing it.” 
st . \, “There’ s no possible chance to pull the wool over 
_anytedy's eyes. oda a ‘straight, legitimate staat 
_ tion.” 
. ~ *Ttll you Thave a feeling that it i no Sic 
y aa ar etree on so er 


if you like, but it is my sister’s money and. 
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“That’s my intention.” 

“T see your game! You're going to fake up some 
sort of evidence to prove me dishonest and queer this 
mining deal!” 

Ti dis- 
honest, you'll be unmasked and a million will be saved 
to these New York and Boston investors.” 


“If you are honest you have nothing to fear. 


“Who are you going to hire?” 

“Nicholas Carter, if I can get him.” 

“Carter!” The word leaped fiercely from Terhurie’s 
lips, and was followed by a muffled oath. “You're 
going to get Nick Carter to dog me about New York?” 

“Tf he'll take the case.” 

“Then you really think I’m dishonest !” 

“T think you’re a confidence man, Terhune; a swin- 
dler, a ” 

Like lightning Terhune’s hand, which had been 
thrust into his pocket and stealthily withdrawn, shot 
toward Lansing’s temple. 

The hand was armed with a set of murderous 
knuckles, and the blow laid Lansing half over the rail, 
silent and motionless, 

His limp form hung there for an instant, and Ter- 
hune cast a quick glance around. 

The coast was clear. 

Quickly he lifted the Bsa form and 2 see it over 
the rail. 

It splashed into the water. 

Save for the noise made by the steamer, complete 
silence followed. 

Terhune gave another glance around, and then van- 
ished through a stateroom door behind him. 

For the first time in the last four weeks he felt i 

.in his mind. 

He would not have felt so easy if he had taken the 
trouble to look on the other side of the boat, in the di- 
tection of the Lae Island shore. . 


- CHAPTER 1 
«THE “ROYAL OPHIR” CASE. 
Hc was a knock at the door. 


‘a and read the name on the card handed him by the serv- 

ant: 3 ; 

: , “Jon Lansinc.” 

Nick gave a low whistle, picked up the paper and 
looked at it once more and then laid it on the table 

“ again. 

_ “Did Mr. Lansing state his business?” he asked. 

ig eextitNo, wr: simply said he must see you at once on a 


\ 


ae _ matter of great importance.” % 
“All right. Have him come up here.” 
és The servant withdrew, and a moment later ushered 
the caller into the room. 
Mr. John Lansing was a slender youth, and evidently 
- Still in his teens. 
Dies His face was pale, and on his left temple there was a 
~ patch of courtplaster the size of a quarter. 
e Mr. Carter ?” pieried ~~ man. , “Mr. ict 
~ olas Carter?” 
8 = “My name,” answered Nick, briefly, his keen eyes 
1: on Lansing’s face. “Will you sit down?” 
- John Lansing seated himself. 
“Thavea peculiar case, Mr. Carter,” said he. 
“Has it anything to do with your mysterious disap- 
.. from Boston?” 


‘I was just reading about it? silt the deeective: 
“But t there might be other John Lansings——” 
“Hardly, for it is not a very common name.. 
es, you look as though yqu had had a rough ex~ 
nce lately.” 
‘m ‘the man, ‘Mr. Parke. 


es mai 
Some off the pare ‘so sels in a ity, of that 
The account says you left New York on a Fall 
boat Monday night, with a Mr. William Ter- 
and that thellast Mr. gt saw of = vied in 


‘Be 


But I did't disappear 
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“Ah!” The great detective’s interest was growing. 
“Why should he throw you from the boat ?” 

“That brings up the matter concerning which I have 
called to see you, Mr. Carter. You're the only man in 
New York who can help me, and will you do it?” 

“Tell me about the matter first, and then I will an- 
swer you.” may oe . | 

“T will be as brief as I can,”’ said Lansing. ; 

“My parents are dead, and my sister Louise and I 
live with our uncle, Horace Montgomery, on West 
Forty-fourth Street. 

“Mr. Montgomery is our guardian, and is the trustee 
of certain funds which were left to us. , 

“Between us, Louise and I have some $500,000 on 
interest with a trust company. 

“This man Terhune came from the West, a month 
or more ago, and has interested my uncle and some 
Boston men-in a Montana mine which he calls the 
noe Ophir. : 


‘Mr. Montgomery, in spite of my objections, is de+ 


termined to invest this’ $500,000 in Terhune's mine, 


but I am sure that the whole, thing is a swindle from 


start to finish.” 
“How long have you felt sure that Tegbaing, was a 
swindler?” interposed Nick, 
“TI have had a feeling that he was crooked ever since 
my uncle first introduced him to me.” 


“Just a ‘feeling.’ No other evidence prior to pink 


happened on the Sound steamer Monday night} Ave 
“No. But the fact that Terhune hit me on the 
head and threw me overboard i is proof that he consid- 


ered me a menace tg his plans and wanted me out of ae 


the way. i. 


“Of course. “And then his Calves the report — 
that you disappeared from Boston i is another spovine. 


ing detail.” 


“Why did he spread that report? _Why icine ee 


say. that se, steiile KE eens cievt tse 


boat?” : 


_“T see! That had not occurred to me before. What 
a consummate villain that man Terhune is!” 
“How did you escape Monday night?” 
“By a lucky chance, and nothing else. I can swim 


fairly well, and the moment I struck the cool water it 
revived me. 
“IT kept myself afloat, pert was picked up by two 
young men ina catboat. These young men were mem- 
bers of a fishing club that had a boathouse on the 
Sound, and were out for an-all-night sail., 
“They were close at hand when the stedmner passed 
Sa eel was hurled into the water.” 
ai ee see. You do not want your uncle to invest your 
"money in the mine, and he is determined to do it.” 
Ries. “That's it. Terhune is a glib talker, and Uncle 
is liad is entirely carried away with him.” 
Dee “Could you not get a restraining order from the 
Canes and. thus: pecan, your uncle from using the 


money ?” 


“It ses Monday nigtt wid you were die up + by 
ain men in the catboat. This is Wednesday 
omning epee eee been in the meantime?” 


“Under ay: ‘mother’s will, Mr. Carter, my a i 
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fied with the result of his investigations, the money will 
be invested.” 

“Headstrong, is he?” , 

“Yes, sir; very much set in his way.” 

“How did you happen to be on the same steamer 
with Terhune?” 

“IT was going ‘to Boston to interview some capital- 
ists there who are also intending to put money into the 
mine. By chance, Terhune was on the same boat. 
We met and had a long talk. I upbraided him, and— 
by the way, here is a point that may be of importance. 
I told Terhune I was going to get you to investi- 
gate the mining proposition for me, if I could, and the 
mere mention of your name made him furious.” 

“That’s when he struck you on the temple and threw 
you overboard ?” 

“Yes, sir.” , 

“How is your uncle ahvestigating the Royal Ophir 
mine?” 

“The Boston men sent an expert in whom they have 
the utmost confidence to Montana to take a sample of 
ore from the Royal Ophir. 

“That sample was not out of the expert’s hands, day 
or night, from the moment it was taken until, in a 
sealed bag, it was deposited in a New York bank. 

“The Boston men and my uncle, accompanied by the 
expert, will call for the ore this afternoon, take it to an 
assayer and have it assayed. \ 

“On the result of that assay hangs the investment of 
a round million of dollars.” 

“Who is to do the assaying ¢”’ 

“Cruse & Cupell, near Sixth Avenue and Twenty- 


t third Street.” 


__ “Who is the expert?” _ 
“Orlan io G. Bates.” 
“I know Bates, and he’s as straight as a string. The 


ne assayers are all right, too. Will Terhune be ae 
during the assaying?” 


_ “No; no one but Mr. Bates, my hole, and the Bos: 


A ton n "inka, Will you take the case for me, ‘Mr. Carter?” 


“It’s hardly a ‘case,’ Mr. Lansing. You want me to. 


pea ae / ae 
ton a 
FEI x | ‘a 
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“That's it. I’m sure the mine has been ‘salted,’ and “What can I do for you, Mr. Terhune?” asked Nick, - i 


I'm als6 sure that neither the expert, not ‘my uncle, nor 
the Boston imen are clever enough to discover it. You 
até the only one who can do that, Mr. Carter.” 
_ The detective smiled at the young man’s confidence. 
Before he could answer Lansing’s question attother 


rap fell on the door and the servant handed in a card’ 


- bearing the following name: 
: -» “WitLtiAM TERHUNE.” 


7 


CHAPTER III. 


“A FAMILIAR FACE. 


“Bring him up,” said Nick, to the servant. 
When the setvant had gone, the detective opened the 
door of an adjoining apartment. 
~ “You will have to step in here for a few minutes, 
Mr. acoryuactl said he. ‘Your man Terhune has come 
to see me.” 4 
_ “Terhune!” exclaimed Lansing. 
- "Yés. Step in, quick. Be quiet and do not come 
back until I open the door.” 
But what can he want?” murmured the astotinded 
_- youth, passing into the other room. 
“I shall find out very soon.” 


_ Niek closed the door, and was seated at his desk, | 


th - wrt when his, second caller aaeerd the study. — 
pow tmin Carerre 


Poshaabons Sisko Soir tse Webeiny rad Gon, 


an amiable smile 


a 468 <b 


ight ere was extetded an 
this | 7 F 


Tape 


as Hip 


clay Weegee ae while around in his chai 3 


: ‘vo Soham pent leather ~~ and a tees . 


pega hand, and was surprised ae 3 
he loge a or egi 


when they were both seated. 

“I have a case, and there is no one in the city, ex- 
cept yourself, whom I desire to handle it.” 

“Excuse mé 4 fonient while I finish this letter, and i 
then I will give you my attention.” \ 

- Terhune nodded, picked tip the paper Nick ‘hae te og 
cently laid dowh, and the detective touched a bell. 

“Send Patrick to me,” he said to the servant. 

He scribbled away for a few seconds, folded the 
sheet and put it in an etivelope, sealed the arene and 
wrote the following address: 


“Look at this man well. 
“Do you know him? 
“Shadow him.” 


Patsy stood beside the desk when Nick faced around, 
the “letter” in his hand. a 
“Here’s a letter, Patsy, which I wish you to deliver ; ns 
immediately. You know the party, I think?” 
The assistant studied the writing on the envelope. _ 
“No, Nick,” he answered, “I don’t know him; my tu ‘ 
know the address.” rs 
“You'll attend to it?” es - 
“Sure.” sa : : : : 
Patsy left. 4 ie 
“Now, Mr. Terhiae,” said Nick, “I’m at leave efor 
“2 few minutes.” 
“Have you rnd this pone” asked Terhime: Mp 
Yes.” . hag 
“Then perhaps you recall my name in oaiale 
Seah the disappearance of young John Lansing.” 
“Oh! Are you the William ee eine 
Sess recat {sik Ne 2 


to go to Boston by first train 
4 Lansin; i sister And 6 


the case for two or three days.” 
“You will be well paid 
“That is a minor consideration, MS. sewer In 
two. or three days, if you like, I will 
ei “That will be. too late. In cases: of this kind, as 
a lea know, little time should be lost.” 


Be “But Nick Cart doesn’t live in . Boston,” said ‘Ter- 
_ hue, with a flattering smile. “The police there are 
oi! g their best. 


ae “Would not a large retainer gids on to a aside 


t 


c oT closed, the detective ad- 


“I’m very sorry,” said Nick, “but I could not take 


Still, the ite man’s esate , 
Baces 


obi tn basi parued fo te righ mounted a short 
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go ‘about the city very much. Do not even communi- 
cate with~your sister. Leave that part of it to me, 
and I will see that she does not worry about you any 
longer than necessary. Where will I be able to com- 
municate with you?” 

Lansing wrote his address on a card. 

Then, after thanking Nick again, he left the house. 

The detective lighted a cigar and threw himself into 
a chair. . 

“Terhune certainly had his nerve with him to call 
on me as he has done,” thought Nick. 

“Tt’s plain that he wants to get me out of town, and 
at once. y 

“I wonder if he knows Nick Carter never forgets a 


“T have seen his face before—but where?” 


~ 


\ 


; CHAPTER IV. 
THE ROLL-TOP DESK. 


On leaving Nick. Carter’s house, Terhune walked 
rapidly off down the street. 

At the first corner he passed a’ typical East Side 
tough, leaning against a_lamp-post > rolling a huge 
‘cigar between his teeth. q 

Stepping out jato the street, Terhune hailed an open 
bane ee: car. ‘ 

As Tie got aboard, el forward, the tough jumped 
on the rear and took one of the seats reserved for 
‘smokers. » . 

- At Canal Street the Western man changed to a cross- 
town car, getting off again at Vestry Street. =~ 

He had not looked behind him, or desinyes any 
nervousness whatever. | — 

But nevertheless it seemed as if he had an idea he 


. might be followed. __ ey 


Vestry and Canal meet at an acute angle, forming: a 


: ys eke shaped point. 


| Terhune walked down Vestry Street for a few - 


Passing through a long, dark hall, Terhune made an 
exit through a door opening on Canal Street. 

The tough, apparently, did not come out of the 
building. 

The man who did follow Terhune out onto Canal 
Street looked more like a laborer than he did like a 
tough. : 

“The Westerner, walking leisurely, made his way to 

\the next block and halted in front of a four-story 
building. ; 

There was a moving van back to the curb in front, 
“and at the very top of the building two men were en- 

gaged in rigging a block and tackle. 

Terhune came to a halt before a door leading into a 
hallway and- from there, for the first time, ‘he took a 
survey of the street behind him. 

; The laborer, his hands in his pockets and a cob pipe 
in his mouth, was watching the riggers at work on the 
roof. , ; 

There was nothing: suspicious about the laborer, and 

Ao ‘Terhune passed into the building and started upstairs. 

When the reached the head of the first flight the la- 

borer was in the doorway. 

- Something had been shouted “A one of the men on 
9. : ve roof. Ta 
Syhg All right,” the laborer called back, “T'll bring it up 
to ye.” 
is Thereupon ay of course, “the supposed, la- 
oP. borer Wag SORS, other than Nick Carter's assistant— 


. o “rushed irs with acoilofrope. 
aah 4 He passed Terhune on the seeond flight. | 
ee. At the top of the third flight he waited and listened 


“until he heard the Westerner start up from the feot. 
That was ‘Patsy's ‘signal. at make for the narrow 
sa ceasing the visa cand the re, 
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~ don’t want people to get on to,” thought Patsy, “and 

__ that proves, | in a way,. that my sna je there: Still: apie is 
like to geta fair and square look at him.” ae RAG ae 
the crack at the edge of the door... . 


could hear nothing. — Stet At ee 


cs Bc is a lore ia Seping his appointment.” eee 


Vee 
tered the room, but he was fairly certain it was Ter- | 
hune. ak. 

Proceeding noiselessly to the door, he halted and lis- 
tened. i 

Voices, pitched in a low key, reached him. 

It was impossible to distinguish the spoken words, 
although Patsy strained his ears in the attempt. 

He was anxious to overhear something which would 
make it absolutely sure that he was on the right trail. 

Stooping, he tried the old-fashioned trick of look- a 
ing through the keyhole, but found that a hat had 
been hung from the knob inside, effectually covering 


‘the small aperture. 


Raising himself erect, Patsy made a quick survey to 
left and right. 

Instinctively, he came to the conclusion that the door 
to the right of the one before which he was standing 
was more promising than the one on the left. 

He went to the door and tried if, but found it 
locked. Bek 7 ae ; 

A skeleton key admitted him with very little trouble, 
and he found himself in an empty room. 


i 
{ 


Se 


A door led from this room into the one which Ter- 
hune had entered, but it was closed and probably fast- 
ened. 

Again Patsy tried to look through the keyhole, bat be 
this time he found the opening stuffed with paper. -) 


“It's dead sure they do things in. that, room. sthey 


"Sinking Maton on his knees, he laid his. ear. zt 


The talkers were still with in segs F tones a 


He remained on his knees, however aia nd present he 
adi a movement as of some one e rising. 
‘Steps crossed the floor. yi ee 
_ “Phis is getting-infernally. tiresome,” ‘said a yes mi? 


“Let's go out and get a drink. Probably he'll be 
“+ here by the time we get back. : 
i o «p im with you, old man.’ 

- Some one else arose and crossed the floor. 

Then the door was unlocked, opened, closed and 
3 locked Again, and steps could be heard passing down 
the hall. : 

___ Rising quickly, Patsy went to a window overlooking 
the street, raised it and looked down. 

He was rewarded by seeing Terhune come out ac- 
companied by a short, thick-set man with an iron-gray 
mustache. 4 

The second man looked like another Westerner. 
‘Bully! !” exclaimed Patsy, withdrawing and closing 
the window. een etinane gets here I must be in 
ae other room.’ 


\ 


He went back to the door communicating with the 


. “A few 1 suede work with a knife blade sufficed to 
a “pick out the paper, and a skeleton key did the rest. 
‘ aed closing and locking the door from the other 
atsy carefully replaced the paper in the keyhole 


jae for a look at the room he was then in. 


4 Barre nothing ‘more. 
A ~The roll-top of the desk was pushed half up. 
ee "pushed it all the way and looked into the 


; dt van -he had seen 
n : apes’ ice a ae pwns 


rst st 


: poe ait tie ather pie» 


sig a might hes moving day,” 


de he age entered there 2 


spoke. during that fifteen mine rs sieges ie : 
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There was absolutely no place in which he could 
hide himself, unless— 

He looked at the desk and then measured himself 
with his eyes. 

The steps were coming along the hall, now, and it 
was too late for him to use the skeleton key and get 
out of the room, even if he had wanted to. 

Without pausing another instant, he crawled into 
the desk and pulled at the roll-top until he got it 
down. 

It was a tight squeeze, and when the roll-top de- 
scended the lock snapped. — 

But Patsy did not care for that. 

The only thing that worried him was that one of the 
two men might notice that the roll-top was shut and 
not half open. 

That was not a very long chance, however, and, any- 
way, Patsy had to take it. 

The door was unlocked, opened, and the men came 


in. 
_From the footfalls alone Patsy’s keen ear could tell 
that there were three men instead of ‘two. 

“We were up here waiting for you, Gillman,” said 
a voice... Ngaer 

_ “Tf I had come any sooner I’d have missed Ahat 
high ball,” answered a second voice. 

“When you turn the key, Terhune,” observed a 
third voice, “don’t neglect to hang that slouch of yours 
over the knob.” . 

The wearer of the slouch hat was the man Patsy 
was shadowing, so he had learned the fellow’s name. 

The key scraped in the lock. 

“There you are, Starlick,” answered Terhune. “The 
key fills up the hole enough, I should think. — 
we won't keep Gillman over two minutes.” 

“Long enough to’give me a retainer,” chuckled Gill- 
man. 

“Wow much of a slid do you want?” 

“Five hundred. After that, and before these capital- | 
ists turn pier their good gate I i forty-five ber: 
dred more.” 

“That's big pay for fifteen minutes’ oe ‘ 

“It’s no pay at all for the risk I run.” 

“Well, well, never mind. Here’s your five hundred.” 

“Thanks. And the cigarettes ?”” 
“Here; two boxes of them.” 
“Heavens, man! How many do you expect me to 


tases me ny 


‘ The more the bette.” ee 
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_ “Where do'l get the forty-five hundred?” 

“At Boucicault’s, Hamilton Street, Brooklyn.” 

“Don’t tty any of your Montana tricks with me, you 
two. I won't stand for sea and I'll queer your game 
if it lands me in the pen.” 

“Don’t squeal till we thréw you down,” pe in Star- 
lick. 

“Bring a duplicate assay certificate, Gillman,” 
Terhune, ‘‘and you'll get your bonus without any ques- 
tion.” 

- “Then I'll pull out. 
me.” 

“Tf you queer thig deal, without our throwing you 
down, you'll never live to queer another.” 

“Don’t worry about me. I’m out for the stuff and 
this looks like easy money. What time shall I be at 
Boucicault’s?” 

“Be there at ten.” 

“Good !” 

Gillman went away, and Terhurie and Starlick con- 
tinued their conversation. 

“Pm ds afraid as the’ devil all the while I'm in New 
York, Starlick,” said’ Terhune. 

“On account of this deal?” 

~ “Thunder, no! On account 
only saw me for about a minute, some time ago, and 
a clean shave and these clothes have changed me. I'd 
be willing to take my oath that he never recognized 

- me when I called on him this morning, and yet 
_. . Terhune paused. 
“Yet what?” urged Starlick. 
ik “Oh, the devil! I’m losing my nerve, I reckon, 
a, But you never can tell, what Carter thinks, or what 
he’s going todo. If I could have got him out of town 
: for the next forty-eight hours I'd be feeling easier, 
this minute. Hello! What’ s that?” 
aa ies hand tried the door. Failing to gain entrance, the 
same hand banged on the panel. 

- “Tt's all right,” answered Starlick. 
tig your hand to your hip, old man.” 
Patsy heard the door open and a graft voice | from the 
- | hall: 
ay “We've got the riggin’” fixed ani are sted ter 
ae the desk.” 

“Allright. There it iS.’ , . 

f “Any idee how long it'll be kept in 1 storage?” : 

fq tao. “A year, perhaps.” ma : 
* Patsy was doing some hard thinking. ~ Sie, 

eid to spend a ee in storage, 


said 


You fellows may depend on 


=- 


g Nick Carter... He 


No need eae 


and it. 
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was necessary for him, somehow, to separate himself 
from the desk. 

To do it then was out of the question. 

The workmen went to the\window s and took out the 
sash. 

Patsy could hear them, arid he could also hear Ter- 
hune and Starlick moving about the room. 

Finally the workmen came to the desk, took hold of 
it, and shoved it across the room. 

“Empty, boss?” queried one of the men. 

“Yes,” answered Starlick. 

“Mighty heavy for an empty desk.” 

“Tt’s an old-fashioned roll-top, and that’s the rea- 
son.” 

“T guess the riggin’ ’ll hold it all right, but I didn’t 
figger on havin’ quite so much heft.” 

“Better be sure, my man. I wouldn't want the desk 
smashed.” 

“I'll risk it. If it’s smashed it comes out o’ my pay.” 

There were other things that couldn’t come out of 
the man’s pay, if the rigging let go, and Patsy was as 


or 


Poe) rae 


near in a flutter as his nerve ever allowed him to be. — 


A hawser was put around the, desk both ways. 

Then Patsy heard a hook made fast. 

A moment later one of the men went down. 

In three minutes, the big roil-top desk was out of 
the window, swinging in midair. 


The rope creaked and something gave so that the 


piece of furniture dropped a foot. 

“Steady!” whooped the man whose pay was to be 
docked in case of accident. 
~ "Yes, for Heaven’s sake,” muttered Patsy. 

Down went the desk, the man inside breathing only 
when necessary until it safely rested on the walk. 

To load the desk in the wagon did not take much 


time, and the van hadn’t gone a block before Patsy 


had exerted sufficient pressure to break the lock. 
The rattle of the vehicle drowned the noise he had to 


make, and he pushed up the top, ee ag to the floor : 


of the van, and dropped out. / 


The two men on the seat of the van Pao on, avy 


unconscious of what had happened, and Patsy, the mo- | 
ment he struck the sidewalk, drew a sleeve across his 
dripping forehead. ; a 
“That was a corker!” he muttered. 
I’ve lost the trail?” 
He had lost the trail, as he quickly found, for Ter- 
hune and Starlick had vanished from. the building in 
which pee ardone bat a few minutes before. 


“T wonder it. 


“a 
x 


tis 
| 


a 


% S. 
‘ 


Let 
» 


ae 


Este. 

ey 
“Py lide around to the house and put N ak next,” 

“He may wart to give me 


we 
Bes 
a: 


said Patsy to himself. 
fresh instructions.” 

_ Nick Carter was not af the fede however, and 
neither was Chick. 

They had gone out together, Patsy was told. 

_He waited a long time for one or the other to return, 
but they did not come. 

_ “Tl have to go to Boucicault’s,” thought Patsy, 
“and I can’t wait any longer for Nick.” 

Before he went he left the following ae pipet 
: 1 Nick's desk : 


, “Terhune and his side partner, Starlick, are to meet 

man named Gillman in Boucicault’s place, Hamilton 

Street, Brooklyn, at ten to-night. Look out for a 
; et boxes of doped cigarettes. _ Patsy.” 


: CHAPTER Mand 
A SMOOTH GAME. 


Wednesday afternon a prosperous-looking yer 
BP. n, of apparently about fifty years of age, entered 
et private office of Cruse & Cupell, on Twenty-third 


ie r. Cruse?” he asked, halting at a desk. 
oe: answered a man at the desk “I'm 


ae faivace Toon” 
to by present at the ena of the Royal Ophir 
| Mr. Cupell. “Won't ‘you sit down, 


any moment.” 


Albany,” went on Mr. Jo ones,. Sand i have : ; | 
* wearing a white apron and smoking a cigarette, was 


aagit a paper at your elbow. T expect _ 
itlemen 


AAG Finn: to himself and holding his hatids behind 
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“With a vieW to investing?” 

“That remains to be seen.” 

“T don’t think there will be a chance for you. The 
Royal Ophir, I am satisfied, is a good thing, and my- 


, self and these other two gentlemen want it all to our- 


selves.” 

A slight smile wreathed WSS the lips of Jefferson - 
Jones. 

“T suppose you won’ 7 object to letting me see the 
assay made?” he asked. 

“Certainly not; only don’t deceive yourself with 
false hopes, that’s all.” 

Bates, the expert, here interjected a few remarks. 

“This is the Royal Ophir ore, gentlemen,” said he. 
“T took a fair sample from the main vein of the mine, 
sacked and sealed it on the spot, and the sample was, 
not out of my hands until deposited in the bank, from 
which we just took it. 

“T will take an oath that it has not been tampered — 
with in any way.’ On the result of this assay I assure 
you that you can spend one million, or ten millions, 
and be perfectly confident that you are going into the 
deal with your eyes open. 

“There, Mr. Cupell.” The expert handed the sack 
to the assayer. “‘It is understood that we are all to 
be present during the assaying.” 
' “That is my endetyianding,: 
way, gentlemen.” 

He opened a door leading into one of the work- 
rooms. 

A dark-faced young man of twenty or thereabouts, 


said Cupell. ‘This 


busying himself about the room. 

On an iron slab Cupell opened the ore sack and 
emptied the pieces of ore out on the slab for general 
inspection. 

- Jefferson Jones, Montgomery and the two Boston 


er men began to look at the samples. 


“1 don’t think you ought to touch this rock, gen- 


.  tlemen,” said Cupell. 


Examination of the ore was instantly Petar 

“1 don’t think any of us would put ‘salt’ mm this 
/ proposition,” said Montgomery. “a 
But, even as he spoke, ‘he cast a  Sesplelanes ae at 
ec of Albany. 1 be ; gr 
~ Jones looked innocent enough. ash 


a 


ing his attention to the strange instru: 


Suddenly he asked if there was any drinking water 
about the place. : 

Cupell told him he would find a water cooler in the 
office. 

Jones sauntered into the office, took|a drink, and 
then passed into the hall. 

“Here, Chick,” he said to a man who was waiting 
there, “take this to Clarkson, around the corner on 
Sixth Avenue, and have him rush w assay through.” 

“Sure.” ii 

ga ben wait for me dow stairs.” ar 

"11 be there.” : 
Nick—for, of course, “Jones” was none other than 
the detective—gave his assistant two small pieces of 
Royal Ophir ore. 
Chick went away and Nick returned to the work- 
room, drying his:lips on a handkerchief. 
_ The ore was being put through a small crusher. by 
’ the young man who wore the apron and was smoking 
the cigarette, 
 Cupell watched every move of the young man with 
eagle-eyed vigilance. 

-‘That’s fine enough, Gillman,” 
use your muller.” 

The “muller” was a heavy iron roller, ape worked 
on the slab. 

- Gillman took the crushed. ore, held it on the slab, 
and then went over it again and again with the roller. 

This part of the opération took some time, and Gill- 
man smoked three cigarettes. 

Nick noticed that he never removed a cigarette from 
his mouth, after once lighting it, until it was smoked 
almost to the gold tip. 

When the ashes accumulated, he gave his head a 
__ shake and they fell into the ore he was crushing. 
“You'll smoke yourself to death, Gioia ” said 
Cupell. 
fT expect so,” was the lugubrious answer. “Tye 

- formed the habit, though, and I can’t break myself.” 

“I haven’t any patience with a cigarette smoker,” 
ae one of the Boston men, with a shudder. 
aorge me a cigar every time,” said the other Boston 
/. man. | 
“Oh, I don’t know,” said Nick; “I enjoy a cigarette 
now and then myself. If Gillman would eptige me 

_ with one I believe I'd keep him company.” 

a. “Certainly,” answered Gillman, readily port ae 
he: epee | the emEES: box from his pocket he hai 


said Cupell; “now 


Ke 
ya 


-~ 
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_ being done.” 
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Nick took one of the “paper pipes,” lighted it and 
returned the box. 

A moment later the detective sat down, a little way 
from the group aroynd the muller-board. 

When. ready to knock the ashes from the cigarette 
he brought out a silver,match case, emptied it of 
matches, and carefully deposited the ashes inside. 

When he had finished the cigarette, Gillman was 
“quartering dowh” the sample. re 
The powdered ore was then mixed with fluxes, put 
into little earthenware dishes, and shoved into a 

furnace. 

When the dishes were drawn from the furnace there 
was a drop of bullion in each one. 

This drop was put into a glass- parting flask with 
nitric acid, the flask wa$ heated and the gold in the 
drop of bullion was separated from the other metals. 

All that then remained was to weigh it. 

This was done on a pair of scales so finely adjusted 
that they would weigh a pencil mark on a scrap of 
paper. 

In two hours time Cupell had signed the assay cer- 
tificates, and Montgomery and the Boston men were 
wildly jubilant. i 

The assay ran $960 to the ton! Sa ; 

“There’s a five-foot vein of that rock!” declared % 
Bates, “‘and it’s a true fissure—which means that it ¥ 
will ‘go down’ and get better with every foot.” 

“T wonder if I could get a little of that good thing?” 
Nick inquired. « 

“No, sir, never !’’ cried Montgomery. 

“We want it all for ourselves,” said one of the 
Boston men. Cae 

“Sure thing,” averred the other. “fa 

“We'll-close the deal to-morrow at ten o'clock, at ee 
my house,” said Montgomery. “You'll be there, gen 
tlemen? ?? . * 
“Certainly we will,” answered the first Boston man. a 
“Aan bring our wertified checks with us,” added the 4 
other. — gn 

The capitalists went away, Bates soon followed and 
Nick sat down in Cupell’s private office. lf} ae 

_“A great mine, that, Mr. Jones,” said Cupell. — “e 

‘Looks like it,” returned Nick. “Could you doa 
little assaying for me, Mr. Cupell : ” 

“Why, ‘yes, certainly. I'll have Gillman——” 

“No, not Gillman. I want you to attend to it per-_ 
sonally and send Gillman out somewhere while it’s 


_’ “Tt isn’t possible you suspect there is anything wrong 
‘. with that assay ?” 

Bx - “Tt’s immaterial what I suspect, Mr. Cupell.” The 

detective walked close to the assayer and bent over 

‘ him. “My real name is not Jones but Carter——” 

“Nick Carter?” 

ot yes.” 

:. “And you were here to watch and see that the assay 

__was properly made?” f 

“T was here for a purpose. How long will it take 
ise to make the assay?” 

_ “Ts it an assay of ore?” 

_ “Of cigarette ashes.” 

- Cupell jumped from his chair. 

_ “Great Heavens!” he exclaimed. 
sible that——_ No, no! You"are wrong, Mr. Carter. 
Gillman has worked for me for two wre was he’s as 
straight as a string.” 

* ie long will it take you to make the astay?” 


¥ y 5 era con Gillman out somewhere for an hour. 
_ Be sure and have him come back here this afternoon, 


= gee wrong. aed aur 2”. 


Sete I will return esas x 
Nick put the silver match case i ie the assyer has 
and left the office, 


ly dressed man was selling some mechanical toys that 


hist eockc work 
‘Nick kicked over one of the toys as it ran in from 


n't yer got no eyes?" blustered the curbstone 
‘merchant. “That'll stand ye in fifty cents.” 
_ Nid picked up the broken toy and saw a folded 
pa} r inside of it, = 
Hie deftiy abstracted the paper and tossed the i 
automobile at Chick’s feet. 
eFlere’s your money,” he asi tendering bil 


“Can it be pos-. 


_ however, and don't give him cause to think that there ° 


~leryettee mente 2085 9 ateol lend 
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that young man who’s just coming out of the doorway 
now.” ‘ 
- Gillman came out and Chick took his measure.. 

Nick walked back into the ae and was soon in 
the assay office. 

On his way he looked at the assay certificate brought 
by Chick. 

“No trace of, metal,” read the certificate. 

Nick gave a whistle as he dropped into a 
Cruse & Cupell’ s office. 

“Salted for g million,” he muttered. “It’s a smooth 
game, and I’d givé a hundred this minute if I could 


’ recall where IJ have seen Terhune before.” 


In a little while Cupell rushed into the office ex-. 
citedly. 

“What's the result?” asked Nick, calmly. 

“Those cigarette ashes assay close to fifty thousand 
to the\ton!”’ declared the assayer. 

“T wish I had a few tons,” remarked Nick, with a 
dry laugh. 

“To think that I have been bamboozled by that as- 
sistant of ours!- I must call in those assay certifi- 
cates and 4: > 

“Do nothing of the kind, just yet,” cut in Nick. 
“But are you aware oi the position it places me in? 


Every assay certificate is vouched for by us the mo- 


ment it is signed. And then, to have the hocus-poeus 


worked right in our own office—— _ But, by Jove, it 


was clever!” 

“Certainly it was,” said Nick, “and Gillman was only 
a tool and not the leader in the swindling game. What 
I want to do is to get the whole gang. If you'll lay 


pack on your oars a little while, I shall succeed.” 


“But to-morrow morning at ten o’clock a million 
dollars will be paid over to these swindlers for the 


‘Royal Ophit mine.” ~ 


“It won't be paid over;” averred Nick. 

“You assure me of that!?” 

“Yes. What I want you to do is to keep this to 
yourself. Don’t let Gillman suspect that you know 
what he has done. Keep him here until five o'clock 
and then let him go.” 3 .: 

“But my responsibility——” 

“T'll take your responsibility on my own shoulders.” 

“Very well, Mr. Carter, I will do as you say.” 

Nick went away. 

sTua-yorse Seliow fads talk, with the chap in the 
- brown derby,” Chick wes as his chief ore slowly , 


Cee Pe, PLONE 
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“Tl be 


back in an hour. You'll recognize me. I’m going to 


shadow the young fdlow, and if the man in the brown . 


| “Stay here and watch,” Nick returned. 
1 
: derby follows me you follow him.” 
Nick went to police headquarters and took a look 
| through the “Rogues’ Gallery.” 
He could find nothing, however, that refreshed his 
) memory as to Terhune. 
| On his return to Twenty-third Street he stepped into 
d deserted hallway and remained there long enough 
to make a few changes in ‘his disguise. 
» When he came out he looked at least twenty years 
younger. . 
There was a cigar store opposite the building in 
which Cruse & Cupell had their assay office, and Nick 
stepped in there, bought a weed, and stood leaning 
on the counter, smoking and watching the doorway 
across the street. 
_' It was five o'clock and time for Gillman to show 
himself. 
Nick had not long to wait. 
e clerk eame briskly. out and, Nick‘went after him. 
Just beyond the corner a man in a brown derby 
dropped in behind Nick. 
_ Chick, keenly alive to the situation, picked up the 
| single tin automobilé that he had left, pushed it into 
his. pocket, and trailed along in the rear of the man in 
a, the brown derby. 
___ From the opposite side of the street a neatly dressed 
man in a sack suit and black Fedora hat took in the 
_. Situation and gave vent to a muttered oath. - 
“TI like the lay-out, Mr. Nick Carter,” he said to 
himself. “ on after Gillman and you’ll find your- 
_ self in a hornet’s nest. You'll never live to put those 
_ Boston men next to my game, or to bring me to book 
_ for that Montana job. Now for Hamilton Street.” 
| “pe 1) ee bettespimnees 
hs _CHAPTER VL ‘ 
{ Bett fie Js, oi ie PONIGIRAULE RB: 3 14 ‘ 
s At certain times Nick Carter had intuitions sacra 
: Mounted almost to positive knowledge. 


_ It was the “deteetive instinct,” amplified by years of 


intelligent practice, 

i In the present instance he believed that he would be 
~ shadowed, and he even figured out to himself the suc- 
_ cessive links in the chain that brought the conclusion.. 


picions to the man in the brown derby at the same time 
that he had reported the result of the assay. 

The man in the brown derby could not be Terhune, 
but some other member of the gang. 

It was this man whom Nick had cast for the part 
of a shadow, and hence Chick’s instructions to “shadow 
the shadow.” 

‘The one uncertain element of the situation was Ter- 


hune, but Nick was depending on Patsy to take care * 


of the Westerner. 

Could Nick have been made familiar with the con- 
tents of a certain note, at that moment lying on his 
desk at home, there would have been a decided change 
in the plan of operations. 

Gillman appeared to be very well satisfied with him- 
self, for he carried a*cane and swung it jauntily as he 
walked. 


He paid no attention to the ground behind him, and 
that might mean one of two things—either he did not 
think he was followed, or did not care. 

At Sixth Avenue he hailed a downtown car. 

It was an open car, and Nick got aboard three seats 
behind him. , 


The man in the brown derby followed the. car ina 


hansom, a difficult but not impossible task considering | » 


the slow speed at which the car had. to travel in that 
part of the city and at that busy hour. 

The hardest part of the work fell to Chick.’ 

He could not very well get aboard the car with Gill- 
man and Nick, and, as there was no cab in sight which 


he could hire, he slipped a five-dollar bill. to an ex- _ 

pressman and told him to keep the hansom in sight. . 
Thus Gillman, virtually shadowed by three, made ~ 

his way to his destination, which proved to be a restau- 

rant in the lower part of the town—a place famous 


for the low price of its “table d’héte dinner with wine.” 
There he and Nick had dinner, the man in the brown 
derby remaining on the walk outside and Chick watch- 
ing from across the street. 
The meal over, the tactics were continued, Gillman 


leading the chase to Brooklyn, crossing by ferry and 


winding up at Boucicault’s, on Hamilton Street. 
It was between eight and nine in the Ton and 
Hamilton Street was just “waking up.” 


A sleepy and quiet thoroughfare by day, it is any-’ 
thing but sleepy and quiet under the gas and see ¥ 
‘ ligt. oe 

a) a him tet conveyed his sus- 


ete aserlas and other haunts of vice sown ad 


_ not the least among the lawless resorts was Bouci- 
~ cault’s. 

wt There were three stories to the building, and Bouci- 
--eault occupied ail three, in addition to a good sized 
basement. 


~~ 

a Of the basement more will be said hereafter. 

+: & ‘The main floor was given up to a saloon and restau- 
mae, ant, 43 
The fioérs above constituted ‘the hotel part of the 
establishment, and here many a drunken victim had 
a been plucked by the human harpies who made the place 
— their rendezvous. 

a li darker crimes than robbery were meditated, the 
2 a * intended vietim was conducted to the gloomy and vault- 


like regions under the saloon. ° 

A long, low bar ran along the left- ae wall; off 
to the right were half a‘dozen tables; in the rear were 
four or five small rooms partitioned off. 


When Gillman entered the dive it was half® filled 


in the lot considerably more than “half seas over.’ 

The air was thick with tobacco smoke,. heavy with 
_ the fumes of cheap beer and resounding with ‘sea-songs 
—every song pitched in a different key and sung ina 
‘different language. 

Nick Carter had established his case and was ready 
. toarrest Terhune. 

What he wanted, however, was to sali a clean haul 
of the entire gang, and to this end he had shadowed 
Gillman. a Sects 

- .He was now certain ‘that  Boucicault? s was the ren- 


through the fog of smoke ss mayen sielce into one 
f the rear rooms. - . 

e iccesiee: S dhatatlis it 
Ss ‘to an issue with the 


__ tea tptkee pant of the room Ratered by Gill- 


Se 


Wes 


Saris Lf ‘ 


Sp -with a roaring complement of sailormen, Syn" se 


dezyous. of. the swindlers, and he followed: Gillman : 


Se of ian Sk cn 
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The room was about ten feet square, had paneled 
side walls and contained a table and four chairs. 
It was lighted by an incandescenf bulb, pendant from 
the ceiliag. 
Gillman showed a good deal of surprise when he 
covered that the newcomer was not Terhune. 
“Well, well!’ he exclaimed, his right hand groping 
under his coat. “Who are you and what's your 
game?” 
“My game is to call yours, Gillman,” answered Nick, 
sternly, his right hand in his coat pocket. “Bring that 
hand out in front of you! I’m covering you with a 


gun.” 

Gillman brought the hand slowly to the required 
Position. 

“You've been crowding me pretty close for the last 
hour or two,” said he. “What do you want, anyhow ?” 

“T want you.” 

With his left hand Nick brought out a pair of hand- 
cufis. 

“What do you want me. for?” queried Gillman, 
sweeping his eyes shiftily around the room. 

“For eng that brand of gold-filled .cigarettes 
this afternoon.” 

That was the point where Gillman began to lose his 
nerve. e 

“T__], don’t understand,” he stuttered. ” 

“Yes, you do,” answered Nick. “Put up your 
wrists.” : 

“Don't you do it, Gillman!’ 

This counter-command ‘came from the side of the 
room. 

Out of the corners of his eyes. Nick could see that a 
_ panel in the wall had slid noiselessly back. 

“A square opening was revealed, ffaming a man’s 
head'and shoulders. 

The man wore a brown derby hat and held a re-— 
volver, whose point was levelled at the detective’s 
breast. 

A triumphant smile began to show itself on Gill- 


disc 


7 


~» man’s face; but the smile vanished as a second head 
: onthe door was s locked, and he applied his nucle 


appeared in the opening and another voice echoed 
sharply through the room. 

“Put on the darbies, Nick! If this fellow tries to 
pull the trigger it will be all day with him.” 

It was Chick. 

He was behind the other man and was pressing the 
muzzle of a revolver against the back of his head. 
A baffled ang broke from the man in the derby hat. 


+ 


Nick, realizing that there was no time to be lost, 
was about to adjust the handcuffs. 
Before he’ could do it, however, a rap fell on the 
door. 
Silence followed. 
Therap was repeated, more emphatically. 
: “Ask who's there, Gillman,” whispered Nick, bring- 
8 ing the weapon out of his pocket and making a sig- 
nificant movement with it. 
“Who's there?” ere Gillman. 
“Terhune.” 
Quick as lightning Nick put away the handcuffs and 
developed a second revolver. 
Covering Gillman with the gun in his right hand, 
_. Nick turned partly around. 
“Tell him to come in,” he whispered again. 
As Gillman carried out the order, Nick pushed back 
, the bolt with the muzzle of the weapon held in his right 
hand, 
Then two things happened and happened simultane- 
ously. 
The incandescent light was turned off, leaving the 
_ room in total darkness,.and a rush of heavy feet: fol- 
__ lowed the bursting in of the door. » 
Nick discharged his revolvers, but the rush of his 
_ enemies was-not stayed. d 
He was assailed from all sides, and when he found 
_ the quarters too close for revolver work, he gripped the 
_ weapons by the barrel and clubbed them to right and 
*, left. ©: 


Rut the odds were overwhelming. _ 
In the midst of his desperate struggle a savage blow 
on the head sent him down. 

The shouts and curses of his assailants died away 
in his ears, he felt them piling on top of isa and then 


His head was throbbing painfully, and he was lying 
on his bound arms and wrists. 

His ankles were also bound. 

“Well, here’s a go!” he exclaimed aloud. 

The words echoed hollowly through the place, and 
had hardly left Nick’s lips before another voice came 
from a little distance. 

“Hello! Is that you, Nick?” 

“Chick! What are you doing here?” 

“Not a thing. Can’t.” 

“Trussed up?” 

“Wrist and ankle.” 

“The same gang that laid me out took care of you.” 

“We had an enemy in our rear and he set the long- 
shoremen onto us.” 

“The enemy in the rear was Terhune.” 

“Sure.” 

“And where was Patsy that he couldn’t take care of 
Terhune?” 

“Something may have happened to the boy. 
Westerners weren’t born yesterday.” 

“They’re clever in their way; but they overshot the 
mark when they put you and me in the same cell.” 

“You bet! If I can’t get ‘you loose with my teeth 
I'll write myself down as a has-been. Roll over this 
way.” 

Nick rolled toward the point from which Chick’s 
voice came. 

As his body turned he felt something in his pocket. 

It was his pocket lamp undoubtedly, and its presence 
proved that Terhune and his pals hadn’t had time for 
a very exhaustive search through their victims’ clothes. 


! 
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“This must. be the cellar under Boucicault’s,” re- 


marked Chick, as he twisted his body around until it 
lay parallel with Nick’s, and directly behind. 


“When Terhune and his pals brought us down here,””’ 


returned Nick, “they evidently planned that we — 


he Temembered writes more, 
See eh) : CRAPTER “VIL 


$0 | THE-DEATH CHAMBER. 


Nick opened his eyes in darkness, x 
} Boba Yuepicbitight cbuld be-been A nny point. in the 
_ surrounding gloom, and a silence as of the grave 
reigned all around. 

_ Under him was a hard stone floor, and from the 
Shot Sal omelet ag beceage 


— b y the basement under md 


ered.” 
Chick’s hands were bai behind him, j just as Nick's 


‘4 4 
am BS aly ee 
TL LESeR EMA Lg 


to leave until we were carried feet first.” 
“Terhune wants you out of the way, Nick, so he 
can work his million-dollar graft without a ask sgh 


were, and he had to locate the cords by: enti. sd 
face against his chief's arms. iy 
Presently he: got to work with his teeth. 
“This wil 


aye pg a aed eamarti ed 
get it off is to chew it in two,” 
“A te canis 


These / 


will be a good long job,” he said, pausing. 


4s 


| After half an hour of hard labor, Nick pulled his 


“Now for a little light,” said he. 

Sitting up on the stone floor, he brought out his 
=. atthe pocket-lamp—which was one ‘of the things he 
always carried with him—and pressed the spring that 
released the electric current. 

_A shaft of bright light pierced the gloom. 

Nick flashed the gleam slowly around. 
et He and his assistant saw that they were in a vaulted 
_ chamber, perhaps a-dozen feet square. 

The walls and roof were of stone. 
‘There were no openings anywhere—that is, none 
that could be seen. 

“How the dickens did they get us in here?’ asked 
Chic ‘aimee 
‘ “Possibly they lowered us down from the top. 

There may be a trap in the roof of the vault. Hello! 

What's this? A knife, by George!” 
ae In Sweeping the ray of light across the floor it had 

upon a gleaming object that lay less than a 

Be half dozen feet away. 

s _ Nick reached for it. 

ee It was a pearl-handletl knife, such as gentlemen 
Pb ar carry. o ~ 

On a piece of silver set into the pearl there were 
, Ses initinte 

aN an be ” said ‘Nick, reading the letters. “Thun- 
der | 

“What now? re inquired Chick. 

_ Nick turned the knife over so that the position of the 
‘o letters were reversed. 

“Upside down,” apis he, “Ww. ba becomes H. ML , 
ss What of it?” 

“Nothing now,” Nick answered, quietly, opening the 
Annife’s 1 argest blade. “One of the men who brought 
here n must have dropped the Inte: Turn over, 


ck, and Tn cut off your ropes.” , 


an n cut the cords from his own feet, and the 
detective ee ed igraoes their cramped limbs. 


there during the set- 


om bls dots maa 
Ea the light — 
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~ hands apart and brought them around in front of him. 


would not ignite the escaping gas, and Nick flashed the 


oe over and was Sqn Sees of the bonds | 
esféblade and sie 


felt as el eager under a ton’s weight. 


“Mine, too.” 
“T wonder if I’ve been touched ?” Chick began, turn- | 
ing his pockets inside out. “Oh, no, I haven't been — 
touched,” he remarked, dryly; “I’ve been grabbed. I - 
haven’t got so much as a toothpick left. Those long- | 
shoremen probably got the rake-off for their trouble.” . 

“I have nothing left but the pocket-lamp,” said Nick. 
“Tn some way they overlooked that. The thing for 
us to do is to get out. I have a pressing engagement ) 
at Montgomery’s house in Forty-fourth Street, to- | 
morrow morning at ten. What time do you think it is | 
now ?” 

“No idea.” 

“Tt can’t be more than nine or ten.” 

Picking up a small piece of stone that lay on the 
floor, Nick started along one of the walls, tapping on ~ 
every rock. 

Chick took his cue and began doing likewise. ® 

Suddenly Nick paused. 

“Smell anything, Chick?’ 

“J was just going to ask you the same question.” 

“What do you think it is?” 

. “Gas.” 

“That's ‘what I think.” 

Nick flashed the light on his assistant’s. face and } 
saw ‘that it had become exceedingly grave. 

Chick realized what the game was, and it was. 
enough to make him sober. . 

“They intend to kill us with that gas,” said he. 

“And they'll do it,” answered gs: grimly, “if we 
can’t find the jet and plug it up.”’ 

The incandescent light in the pocket-lamp, of course, 


ee ee ee 


penciled beam to every point of the side walls, the floor 
and the roof. — . : 

Not a sign of a gas-pipe could be seen. 

But the gas was coming from somewhere, and com: _ 
ing in a quantity that would soon fill the chamber. 

Breathing was already exceedingly difficult. 

“Go on tapping the walls,” gasped Nick. “If we 
don’t find a. way to escape, or get next to that gas 


5h ea de 


_ plug, we'll be laid out cold.” + 


‘Goaded by the foul atmosphere, which was rapidly 
becoming more and more poisonous, the two detect-_ 
ives hastily tapped the walls to their full extent. 

They found nothing. f aH 
ak must come from the roof,” said Nick. 

“ His voice was hoarse and rasping, and his lungs — 


“How are we going to do any searching up there?” 


- queried Chick, rising on his tiptoes and stretching 


his arms. “I can’t come within three feet of the ceil- 
gs.» R 

“Take me on your shoulders,” said Nick. 

This plan was carried out without loss of time. 

Sitting astride Chick’s broad shoulders Nick was 
able to reach the roof. 

Beginning at one of the ead walls, they proceeded 
to cover the flat stones of the ceiling with the utmost 
care. 
“I can’t stand this much longer,” said Chick, stag- 
gering, and only saving himself and Nick a fall by a 
quick effort. ‘‘This gas seems to sap all my strength.” 

“Hang to it, old man,” returned Nick. “By Jupiter, 
I've struck it! Let me down, Chick.” 

“If you’ve found the pipe, Nick, plug it up.” 

\ “I haven't found the pipe, and we can’t stop the 
escaping gas.” 

“Can't?” “echoed Chick. 

“No.” Nick jumped from -his assistant’s shoul- 
ders. “It comes between the joints of those roof- 
sto: If we had tow, and could caulk up every crack 
in the roof, we might save ourselves. But that’s out of 
the question.” 

“What a devilish contrivance!” exclaimed Chick. 

“It’s devilish enough to do for us if we can’t find 
our way out of this hole.” 

“You might look for a trap in the roof.” 

Sens soon as you're able to bear my weight again, I'll 
‘p: 
ee now, old man. Every second is worth its 


weight in gold.” 


Nick tried to mount Chick’s shoulders, but Chick 


_ was too far gone and could not hold him up. 


“You get on my back,” said Nick. 

But the deadly fumes had already weakened the de- 
tectives so that it was impossible for them to continue 
their search for an exit. 

“Slip off your coat, wrap it around your head, ‘and 
get down on your knees, your face to the floor.” 

Nick made the suggestions in a quick voice, at the 
same time carrying them into effect himself, ‘ 

In this manner a temporary relief was obtained. 

The foulest air lay near the roof. 

It would be only ia question of time, however, until 
every particle of air in the chamber would be too deadly 


to sustain life. 


NICK CARTER WEEKLY. 


The light was still burning, and Nick, with an awk- 
ward movement, turned the ray upon his companion. 

Chick had straightened out along the floor and was 
lying still and motionless. 

“I guess it’s all day with us,” thought Nick. “To 
think that we are to be done to death like this, and 
die like rats in a trap!” 

He felt his senses going and fell from his knees. 

As he did so, and just at the last moment of con- 
sciousness, he thought he saw one of the blocks in 
the floor begin to rise. 

Was it an illusion of his disordered senses? 

It could ot be! : ; 

For, as the stone arose, a draught of fresh air came 
through the opening it left in the floor. 

Nick inhaled a great draught of it and started to 
his knees once more. 

The ray from the pocket-lamp was focussed upon the 
stone. 

Nick turned the ray slightly and saw the face of a 
man standing with head and shoulders silts the 
trap. 

“Patsy!” he called, in a hoarse voice. 

“Nick, by gum!” 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE CIGARETTE MACHINE. 


Patsy had arrived right in the Nick of time, 
He had not tried to get to the saloon before ten 


o’clock, and he showed yp there in the guise of a 


Swede sailor, “three sheets in the wind. ¥ 

Terhune was not there, and neither was Gillman, 
nor Starlick—the man in the brown derby hat. 

Patsy, of course, only knew Terhune by sight, but 
he felt sure that he could peenee the others by cad 
voices. 

Failing to find all or eons of the three, he cogil 
a low-pitched conversation Kine, from two long- 
shoremen if one corner. 

One remark, which he caught i in passing, electrified 
him. 
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“Tt was that prize landlubber, Nick Carter, and his 


mate, that’s who it was.” 
Feigning drunkenness, Patsy flopped into a thelist 
and sprawled out on a table, his head in his arms.. 
“Was the pickin’s good?” asked one of the men. 
“Tollable.” 
“And what was done with ’em?” 
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__~ “They're down below.” 
_ “Will they ever show above the hatches agin?” 
_. “Not this v’yage.” ~ 
2 _ Marking the first estes ‘well, Patsy got up and 


3 ie manner SE when he got clear of the dive, 

and he rushed away in the direction of ‘the corner. 

_ He-was not long in finding an officer, and, after 

_ showing: his badge and telling who he was, he informed 
the policeman that Nick Carter was in a bad way at. 

: Bt cries ae . 
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_ To arrest the man whom Patsy had heard telling 
saaadies * om companion, was the work of only a 

"The Sallie. sh and eiaiied deecepey having 

raised ashand against the detective. 

A search of his clothes, panier ‘onisnager: Nick’s 

tch and one of his revolvers. - 

Patsy. recognized the articles, ta the Gapiioicawi 

scared’ into leading the officers to the place where 

two detectives had been confined. 

ley came up under the chamber and effected an 

ce by means of a Bees a¢ mre which worked 

the moveable stone slab. - 

. Nea ce were acesend out into the fresher 
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ile Patsy ne busying jamlealt arith, then. the 
went upstairs and began a hunt for Bouci- 
a other men ereretes with the out- 
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genes “Do you know anything 
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said, and they might as well go home and catch forty 
winks of sleep before morning. 

- In truth, Nick and Chick were both in need of a 
quiet time, for they were still weak from the rough 
treatment they had received and dizzy from the effects 
of the gas. ' é 

A few hours’ rest put them in shape, and next morn- 
ing at nine, Nick started Chick and Patsy off for forty- 
fourth Street, suitably disguised. 

Chick was to post himself at the front of the Mont- 
gomery house, and Patsy at the rear. : 

When they had been gone a half hour, Nick left 
the house in his make-up of ‘‘Jones of Albany.” 

He hired a cab and was driven to the Montgomery 
house. 

A man in a white suit was working in the street in 
front of the house, and this man was Chick. 

Nick told the cabby not to wait, paid him and as- 
cended the steps and pushed the electric bell. 

A housemaid came to the door. : 

“T would like to see Mr. Montgomery,” said Nick. 

“He’s not at home, sir,” 

“Then I would like to speak with Miss Louise Lans- 
ing.” 

“She is not well this morning.” 

“T think she will see me. I wish to talk with her 
about her brother.” 

A voice from the second floor came down the stair- 
‘way behind the maid. 

“Have the gentleman come in, Mary. Show ‘Sind 
up to ‘uncle's study—I will see him there.” 

Nick was admitted and ushered up the broad staité 


into a large room, lined with books and rome 


furnished. 

An open desk, strewed with papers, was at one end 
of the roeom. vi 

A young lady of ile or hineteen, very pretty 
but very much depressed, as Nick could see, met him 


oy as he came i in. 


Her, eyes were red, and it was evidett that she had 
been weeping. 

“Miss Lansing ?” the pevecneve asked. 

“That is my name, sir.” 

*“My name is Jones; I’m from Albany, and——" ¥ 

ees ‘peer you tell the servant that you wished to 
speak with me about my brother.” broke in the girl, 
about him? He 
1 gone’sineé Monday night, and the suspense of _ 
g whether | he i is Shu or dead 7 nuote tite 4, 


y 
. 
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-l can bear. He disappeared from Boston, as perhaps 
you know.” 

“T will tell you about your brother in a few mo- 
ments, Miss Lansing. First, however, I would like 
to ask about your uncle, Mr. Montgomery.” 

“Do you know whether John is alive? Oh, tell me 
that before anything else!” 

“Ts your uncle in the house?” pe Nick. 

“Did not the servant tell you he was gone?” 

“When a segvant tells a caller that Bet master is 
out, it does not always follow that he is.’ 

“My uncle is not in the house, Mr. Jones.” 

Nick passed to the study door and closed it. 

Then he.came back and took a chair by the desk. 

“Your brother, Miss Lansing, is alive and well.” 
\ Louise clasped -her hands, and a sigh of intense re- 
lief escaped her lips. 

“Oh, I am so happy!’ ” she tauriauted. “You can- 
not tell, Mr. Jones, what a relief it is to me to know 
that. I will tell uncle just as soon as he comes.” 

“You must not tell your uncle, Miss Lansing,” said 
Nick, firmly. - 

_ “Not tell Uncle Horace?” she cried. 
can you mean?” » 
_ “Just what I say. In a little while your uncle will 


“Why, what 


: know everything, but, just now he must tig noth- 


‘ing. It is your brother’ $ wish as well as mine.’ 
“But Iscannot see why you make such a request,” 


he sid the girl, perplexedly. 


“Jones is not a real name, Miss Lansing,” said 
Nick. 
He had been studying the girl and felt he could 
trust her. 
“No?” she asked. 


“T am Nicholas Carter.” 


“You don’t tell me! John said he was going to se- 


cure your services to look into this mine matter.” 


_ “That is what he did, and that is why I am here 


% now. It is also the’reason why I ask you to keep from 


vont pncle re knowledge that your brother is alive and 
well. 2 


“Of course, Mr. Carter, if you desire it, I will say 


nothing.” 


= hdo desire it. Call me Jones, ‘Miss Lansing, just 
ae though you did not know my real name. If you 
could continue to act as though depressed and anxious 
fh — your vga whenever you meet your uncle, it 


v | eee, oe ” 


’ 
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Her eyes opened very wide, but she did not.ask Nick 
why he desirad all this. 
It was evident that she sae it was all in the 


line of his duty and that questioning would be out of 
place. 


“I will do as you say, Mr. Car—Mr. Jones.” 


Nick was about to speak on, but his eye caught a. 


flash of something among the papers on the desk. 

He picked up the object and found that it was a 
small, nickel-plated instrument used in manufacturing 
cigarettes. 

“To whom does this belong?’ he inquired. 

“To Uncle Horace. Do you know what it is, Mr. 
Jones ?” 

Nick ignored the question. 

“How long has your uncle had it?” 

“I do not know. I only remember seeing it here 
during the last two orsthree days.” 

“You would have seen it if it had been here before 2” 

“T think so.” 

“Does your uncle smoke cigarettes ?” 


“What a curious question, Mr. Jones,” smiled the _ 


girl. “No, he does not.” 

“Does your brother, John?” 

“No.” 

Nick laid the nickel-plated instrurment back on the 
desk. 

W as your uncle home last night, Miss Lansing?” 

“Yes.” 

“All night?” 

“He was at his club until midnight.” 

“Ah! And at what tinte did he leave this morn- 
ing ?” 

“About eight o relockk? a 
* Nick looked at his watch. 

It was five minutes of ten. 

“Did he say when he would réturn?” 


“He said he would not return until late this Rss: : , 
noon, Two gentlemen were to call here this morning, 


he said, and I was to give them this letter.” 


She picked up a sealed and addressed envelope that 


lay on a book on the library table. 
Nick apparently gave little attention to the letter. 
“Has your uncle a profession?” he asked, casually, 
settling back in the comfortable chair. 
“Not now,” she answered. . ert 
7 “What did he do formerly?” | a 
“He speculated.” Se 3 ; 
“On the stock market?” ssi! 
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Tein ¥es, sit.” : rt “Dear BrncHam: Called away and cannot meet 
“How long since he quit speculating ?””, you and Cooper at ten this morning. Deal is off for 
Bi “Are you asking me All these questions because- to-day. Return by first train to Boston and wait there 
e - di 
“Just because I am curious,” Nick smiled. “Detect- until Terhune and I come.’ 


; es are always curious, you know.” Nick put this in the envelope, sealed it with mucilage 
, mee has this anything to do with the Royal Ophir found on the desk, and laid the letter on the book on 
r, Pie 5 ? the library table, just as it was before. 

Indirectly. - In looking for the mucilage he had to disturb the 
Well, it was only a month ago that uncle stopped papers a little, and he found something else which 
erating on the stock market.” 5s ; he considered of the utmost importance. 

; “Was he generally successful ? ; * This something else was a cigarette box containing 

‘Bie do not know, Mr. Jones, I think he was. five cigarettes which fitted the cigarette machine and 
‘Your uncle is wealthy ? also bore a perfect resemblance to the cigarette Nick 

“T do not think he is so very wealthy.” g had smoked, the day before, in the assay office. 

“Then he could not have been a very successful * Nick’ sank back in the chair, his face extremely 

rator, do you think?” thoughtful. 

a, never stopped to think of the matter in that way. “Well, well,” he muttered. 

ssioma has enough to Wee ies long as he re I Just then Miss Lansing came hurriedly in. 

ignih ty “The two gentlemen whom uncle expected are down- 
. ‘The maid rapped at the door, just then, and sum- stairs at the door,” she ‘said, walking to the table and 
eee Miss Lansing away. picking up the letter. “I will return presently, Mr. 

You Sy excuse me, Mr. Jones?” she asked, be- Jones.” 
Rs _ “Tam in no hurry, Miss Lansing.” _ 
"Certain said sx “Gladly,” he added to him- When again left alone, Nick picked a cigarette frome 
B: the box and put it in his pocket. 
The, instant he was left alone, Nick picked a the He was ready to leave when Miss Lansing returned. 
eer: that lay on ‘the library table. “Must you go?” asked the girl. 

“J. Edward: Bingham, Esq.,”" ran the address. “Yes, but I would like to leave some one here, if 
ng out a leaf of ‘the desk, Nick picked up a ro you have no objections.” 
iran the edge around under the flap. =“ \ho, Mr. Jones?” | 
come and ae as fol- “One of myassistants. If possible, I would be glad 
if his presence here could remain a secret between us 
eee “even if your uncle should come.” , 
rhb and cannot meet = “Jt could be arranged, Mr. Jones.” 
veg he ig ioowt “Then I will summon my assistant. Will you con- 

yee me to a rear window on this floor?” : 
The girl was puzzled, but led Nick to a window in 
ge rear, overlooking the backyard between Forty- 


MON’ ~ fourth and Forty-fifth Streets. : . 
yo? > 4 Tn one of the yards, in plain view “of the rear of the 
‘of paper, Nick tole igh ‘Montgomery ‘house, a roughly dressed young man 
PPA apa ae "was working at a clothes-pole. 
nN : ’ Nick waved his hand. — 


- The man nodded and started to apes down. 

Now" said Nithg “if I ean go down and ea ite 
a ” 

i will do that myself, Mr. Jones.” 
3 fn fe moments Fay wos wih isan al “s 
receiv Ree . | 
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Louise Lansing accompanied Nick to the door. 
“If your uncle should return, Miss Lansing,” 


said 


having been here.” | 
“I will not.. When will my brother come?’ 
“To-night; but that must also be kept a secret, 
| especially from your uncle and the servants. Your 
| brother will explain to you.” 
| | When Nick departed he left behind him a very much 
bewildered young lady, yet a very happy one, never- 
-- theless. . 
“The net is drawing in,” thought Nick, “and it is 
catching a different fish than I imagined it would 
when I tool this case.”’ : 


= ° 


CHAPTER IX. 
GETTING DOWN TO BED-ROCK. 


“Meet me at the corner, Chick,” said Nick, as he 
passed the man who was working on the street. 
Nick waited, just around the corner on Sixth 
Avenue, and Chick came, stripped of his white over- 
alls, blouse and hat and wearing his own garments. 

He had traded with the regular street-cleaner, for 

the time being, and the street-cleaner was five dollars 
hetier off by the deal. 

__ “Did you observe closely the two men who called 
at the house while I was there?” Nick asked. 

“Yes. They drove up in a two-wheeler, and when 
' ye came out one of them was reading a letter.” 
“Did the letter excite them?” ~ 

“They seemed: a trifle worked up.” 

“They'll be worked up a good deal more before they 
~ finally quiet down,” laughed Nick. “You have got to 
pass for one of those mei to-night, Chick, and rai 
for the other.” 

“Tf it’s pretty dark I guess we can.”. . 

Ethie will be busy all day, and you'll have to secure 
a the disguise for him, as well as for yourself.” 

Paty Ad tight.” 3: +. 

“Get both diewrinecs-anid bring them to the house. 
First, however, you are to take this, cigarette and go 
to Cruse & Cupell’s. 
him privately. Tell him who you/are and that you 
, sane emits Saree, te emsvetie and assay it, sh as 
he did the other.” 

‘ "y see.” 
“Bn i mah a ob” a 
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Ls Nick, i in a low tone, “please tell him nothing about my _ 


Find Mr. Cupell and confer with . 
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“Then find out if Gillman has come back to work 
this morning.” 

“Anything else?” ; \ 

“That's all.” 

Chick boarded a Sixth Avenue car and started for 
Twenty-third Street. 

Nick went to the address given him by Jolm Lans- 
ing. 

It was an obscure boarding-house over on the othef 
side of Broadway: 

At the door Nick asked for “Herman Trevor,’ 
which was the name Lansing had penciled on the card. 

Mr. Trevor was sick in bed, the servant said. 

“He'll see me,”” said Nick. 

_ “Who shall I tell him wants to see him ?” ’ 

“Don't teil him. Just say it’s in regard to the Royal 
Ophir.” 

Nick was admitted to the “sick’’ room and found 
that Lansing was feigning illness in order to keep in 
his reom without causing remark. 

He gave the young man a brief outline of what he’ 
had accomplished and-of what he hoped yet to ac- 
complish. 

Lansing was astounded when he saw the drift of the ty 
detective’s logic. : ae 

He did not agree with Nick in his deductions, but’ 9.) 
promised faithfully to carry out his instructions. 

Nick went away and proceeded to a seeond+hand 
clothing store to hwy a suit of clothes that he desired 
for his own use. 

It. was difficult to find what he wanted, but at last 
he succeeded and made for home. 

Chick was already here. 

“Here's the assay,” said Chick, handing over the 
certificate. 

“Fifty thousand to the toh, ey murmured Nick, look- 
ing at the certificate. “The cigarettes all pan out he 
same. You got the disguises?” pg dia 

“Ves.” ; es 

“Pat on yours lasdohe ready to go with me at seven. 
o'clock. .We'll carry Patsy's | get-up with us in a five: Us 
satchel.” if ee i 

“T'll be ready. Gillman: hasn’t shown up at the 
assay office to-day, Ni ; 


ar 
¥ by 4 


er aeeiad we eee! shag ins ONT ees ‘a 
Chiek started out. . ey eat ae 


“By thunder!” exclaimed Nick, so 5 adie wT SONS 
forcibly that Chick whirled.around and looked byte 3 


/ 


~ “You remember that Helena, ae § deal ?” 
“T’ll never forget it,” returned Chick, with a good 


_ deal of f¢eling. 


Ss “in a gold mill and bringing all but one of the thieves 
ae to justice. 
7, “One of that clique of robbers et away.” 


Pt a; “Slipped out between two days.” 
rhe “He Was an amalgamator on the day shift.” 


i i! 
Bice 5. Yes ea 
ay. AT ‘only w the fellow for a brief space in the bunk- 
Be ie house at the Grubstake mine.” 
“When you went there as a reporter.” 
Nick nodded. 

“At that. vee the fellow wore a lias Siew 


eS clean- 

“How do you basi Sa 
“Because he and Tees are one and the same.” 
“The deuce!” 
“I'm glad that’s off my fast has been bothering 


x mes 2 


- 


: ale o'clock, Chick came into the study. 
‘He oes a brown satchel in his hand and looked like 
capitalist. 

said Nick. | “You'll do for. Cooper.” 

you don’t throw a flash light 6n me,” 
“You're good, too, but ark t kno 


4" i 
wore an inon-gray wig ‘aud mustache and ein 
-bowed spectacles rested on the bridge 
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as one transfixed at the living and breathing counter- 


The case had consisted in the unearthing of a steal ~ 


ese away sa Nick threw himself down to. 
“A 


5, Sant a bgtnel a paemely, old-fashioned 


< . j 
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He recoiled, brushing a hand sn 
His eyes wandered to Chick, 

“Cooper,” he cried, “what does this mean?” 

“Til tell you what it means, Montgomery,” “an- 
swered Nick, sternly. ‘Go up to your study. Cooper 
will go wie you, and I will join you both in a few 
moments.” ; 

As one in a dream Montgomery tnrned and entered 
the house. 

He walked up.the stairs, Chick close behind him. 

When they had passed from sight, Nick turned to 
Louise Lansing, who was standing in the parlor door- 
way with distended eyes. 

“Is—is it really you, Mr. Carter?” she queried. 

“Wes 

“T can hardly believe my eyes.” 

13S everything all right?” ’ 

“Tt is.” 

“How long has your uncle heen here?” 

“Not more than an hour.” 

“Now, listen, Miss Lansing. I will give the signal 
by dropping a book.” 

‘ “T understand.” ; 

Nick ran hurriedly upstairs, and, as ‘he turned from 
the landing, Patsy stepped out of a room and caught 
his sleeve. 

“Anything happened here since I left you, Patsy? ad 
whispered Nick. 

“Not a thing of any consequence.” 

“You understand what's to be done?” 

edn § es. ” : 

“Miss Lansing knows phe signal, . 

Nick passeg into the ‘study, closing ane door after — 
him. ‘ 

‘Montgomery, 2 a harrassed and appreliensive look on 


5 iat his forehead. 


ae his face, sat in the chair before his desk. 


He turned his startled eyes on Nick as the latter 
entered. : 
“What does this farce mean?” he denianded, making 

‘a great effort to regain his composure. 

“Tt means that I shall pose as Horace Montgomery 

or a few hours.” 

““\What sort of a crooked: game are you attempting 
to play? ” 
“Tt is not: crooked.” 3 
ho i in the fiend’s name: are Zap anyway ? ee 


= . 
AS Montgomery had started to rise, but at the sound 
of that name he sank back with glassy eyes. 
if “You—you ” he faltered. “What are you doing 
here?” 
“T came. to shar a little talk with you. Could you 
| load a few cigarettes for me, Mr. Montgomery ?” 
Had a bomb exploded at Montgomery's feet he 
could not have been more startled than he was then. 
He sprang forward in his chair and stared at the 
great detective as one fascinated. *® 
“When you speculated with the money belonging to 
i John and Louise Lansing why did you not tell them ?” 
Montgomery’ s white lips moved but gave no sound. 
“A fter you losing that money, why have you tried 
to make your wards believe that you were going to in- 
vest it in the Royal Ophir mine?” 
~ The guardian swallowed a lump ‘in his throat, and 
his face was as white as a sheet. ; 
“Did you want to make it appear that you had in- 
vested it in a salted mine, after an investigation that 
"was seemingly sincere, and had ldst it in that way 2” , 
No answer came from the pallid wretch in the chair.. 
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from a drawer in his desk. 
this bullet if you can!” 

Chick made a motion as though he would grab 
Montgomery’s arm. 


“But, man or devil, stop 


With a look Nick warned him not to interfere and . 


threw the book to the floor, 
pace, the hall door opened. 
“There,” cried Nick, whirling and pointing to the 
form of John Lansing standing in the door, “there 
stands your dead sister's son, the boy you robbed, the 
boy whom you thought Terhune had murdered!” 

The revolver trembled in Montgomery’ s hand. 

He dropped it, sprang up and stood looking at this 
nephew as though confronted by a specter. 

Suddenly he threw up his hand and fell backward 
into his seat. 

“John!” he groaned; “John!” 

Nick sprang to his side. 

“Where were you to meet Terhune to-night?” cried 
Nick. “I knew that you were to meet him and to take 
Bingham and Cooper with you. Where was it? Reva 
me, quick!” \ 


“What was to be your share of the money to be , ~Montgomery looked into Nick’s face with frenzied 


Fetes from Cooper and Bingham ?” 
Still no answer. 
~“Horace Montgomery, you are a thief!” 
Nick was on his feet in front of the cowering man, 
_ pointing one finger at him. - 
Montgomery merely _ maahied: in his seat, but did 
a not say a word. 
: “But that is not the weet went on the detective, 
% mercilessly. “You know that your nephew, John 
thea started for Boston on’ Monday night, by the 
‘River boat. ” 


>! 


Nick drew back to the library table and alee up 


§ a book that lay there. 
Fe _ “You told Terhune that John Lansing was poing to 


a - cempt to dissuade thenr-from. making that investment 
| 
in the Royal Ophir mine... 
“Terhune took the same boat that Sing béaided! 
“At midnight, out in the Sound, Terhune and Lans- 
* ing had a talk, angry words were passed, Terhune 
struck Lansing on the head in a moment of passion 
woe him into the sea——" . - 
be Sires et !"" ried PACD ORIELY, hoarsely. 

's the truth!” 
“Are you nan or Sevil: 2” Suelpie Spassowith 


Bingham in the at- — 


eyes. 

It seemed hard for him to poate anything. 

Nick repeated his question. 

“Tell me, I tell you!” he finished. | “You thought 
your nephew was killed, and you kept the matter a 
secret; and you tried to sat me and my assistant in 
Boucicault’s, last night—— 

“Before Heaven, Carter-—— fe began Montgomery. 

“Where were you to meet Terhune, to-night?” de- 
manded, Nick. 

_ “The Obelisk, Central Park,” | 
“What time?” >. 
“Eight-thirty. 7 
“Who were to be there?” 
“Terhune, Starlick, Gillman.” 
“You were to exchange money yas a deed?” | 
“Ves.” 7 
“Not at the Obelisk?” 
“No. We were to go to a room.” 
Montgomery's desk-chait was a massive piece of 


furniture with high carved arms running from back 


to seat. 


Dy ith.a eal inovement Nick’ slipped the man’s 


togyther, one hand under the arm. 


r- 


ben next moment he ete on the han 
ane Zeca ge to the et 


_—- 


* Owing to the height of the anions the position 
was not uncomfortable. 
“Qh, Mr. Cartef,” cried the voice of Louise Lansing 
____ from the door, “is it necessary to do that?” 
a “For a little while only,” answered Nick. “I have 
prevented the steal that your uncle, in connection with 
; Terhune and his accomplices, tried so hard to accom- 
plish. 
“Terhune is wanted in Montana for aiiéther cr ime, 
but your uncle I shall leave in your hands.” 
_ Nick turned to John Lansing. 
_ “Here is a key to those handcuffs,” he said. 
release him until rine o'clock.” 
- John Lansing was very pale and was trembling vis- 
ee 
a was evident that his nerves were greatly shaken 
at the disclosure he had heard. 
_ © “T will do-as you say, Mr. Carter,” said he. 
5 “Chick, ” went on Nick, facing his assistant, “Patsy 
_ is in the hall. Take him that outfit and have him 
haa, ready. There’s sharp work ahead. oft 


/. 
“Do 


lh five ‘maunastes be 8 was ready, and the detectives 


~ 


i pa I They would have to be quick if. they kept the ap- 
ae ointment at the Obelisk. aries 


—_ 


CHAPTER x. 
ef CAPTURED AT THE (QBELISK. ; 
t eight-thirty sharp a “four-wheeler” dashed up the 
drive of Central Park and came to a halt oppo- 
doe beta lic known as the ied other- 


a = men got out of the carriage, 


t Ages the forms looked dark and indistinct. 
: neta ferent were oes oy: 


epee pe SN a 


was ian id hi ee 
hese a ie voice to those 
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» 
separating so that there were two or three ‘yards be- 
tween each of them. 

The deteetives also separated, each making for the 
man that had been picked out for him. 

A mounted policeman, farther along the drive, was 
approaching at a trot. 

He had seen the four-wheeler driving faster than 
the’ park regulations allowed, and had started after it 
at a gallop. 

Now that the cArriage had stopped haste was not 
necessary, and he came on at a more leisurely gait. 

Nick and Terhune came close together at the rail- 
ing about the base of the monument, Nick with his 
right hand thrust‘ into the breast of thé frock coat and 
holding the second pair of cuffs. 

“On time, I see,” said) Terhune. 

“Always on time,” ahswered Nick, edging closer. 
“Are those fellows all right?” : 
“Whisper,” said Nick, bending forward. 

Terhune brought his face piee 

»Snap! 

- Almost before he could realize what was up the cold 
sie was about his wrists. 

“You're my prisoner,‘Terhune, said Nick, calmly. 
“Make a break and you'll stop a bullet.” 

“Nick Carter !” cried the amazed W esterner. 

“The same.” 

“Curse you!” . 

He sprang at Nick furiously. ae 

Nick grabbed him by the collar, but he wrenched 


»” 


| away, fighting like a demon with his manacled hands. 


n sthat man—he’s a thief.” 


“Here, none o’ that!” 

It was the officer. 

He had dismounted to read the riot act to the driver 
of the carriage, the latter having jumped from the box 
to fix one of the harness tugs. \ 

Seeing that a row, as he supposed, had started up — 
the incline toward the monument, he ran in that di- 
rection, - 

“Stop! !’ shouted Nick to T ‘ee Wilo was a yard 
or more away. “Stop or I'll shoot you.” 3 

Nick had a pevisiver’s in his hand, but the officer was 


close enough to grab it. 


“Don’t you know better than to——” 
“Nick Carter, officer!” exclaimed Nick. “Tm ater 


a Kets pec’ the astounded. bluecoat. 


3 


\ Without touching his manacled hands to the saddle 
. he sprarg to the animal's back, gave a yell, and dug in 
~ with his heels. 

~ Away went the horse at a wild gallop. 

Half a dozen jumps carried Nick down the hill. 
Another jump landed him on the seat of the carriage. 
Grabbing up the lines and the whip, with one move- 

ment, hej plied the lash and the startled horses leaped 

_ madly away. 

/ The policeman was close behind Nick, more than 

anxious to help undo the evil results of his mistake. 
He was athletic enough, and he grabbed at the car- 

_ riage as it started, rested one foot on the turning hub, 
and gained the box. - 

" “We'll get him,” he said. 
and you do the driving.” Me ; 

The horses tore away at a mad gallop, the officer 

slapping them right and left. ; : 
- Pedestrians scampered in every direction, but, owing 
to Nick’s skillful handling 6f the lines, no one was in- 
jured. is t } . : 
Nick did not think he could overtake the fugitive, 


- but he knew that something would happen to the fel-_ 


low, and he wanted to be near enough to see that he 
did not escape, in case of accident or other misad- 
venture. 

Suddenly a mounted officer appeared in the roadway 

directly ahead of Terhune. 

_ Taking in the situation, the officer turned his horse 
across the road and drew a gun. 

“Halt!” he cried. 
_ Terhune halted, but he did not surrender. 

Owing to the nature of the ground on each side of 

the driveway he could not turn from the road, so 
he whirled the horse sharply and started ae in 
the direction of the carriage. 

Nick divined his object. 

He counted on passing the carriage and making off 

jn the other direction—a desperate expedient at best. 

In order to keep those on the carriage-seat from 

shooting him, Terhune leaned down and: shielded the 
part of his body behind the horse’s neck. 

«p’| have him now,” muttered Nick, pulling the 
carriage team t0 2 halt. “Officer, take the lines.” 
The officer took them, and Nick made ready for a 

On came the horse at a gallop 
in g few fect of the: ee earns © ee 


ee ea 
Te ye aes Peng > an es as -¥ 


“Tet me use the whip . 
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The detective watched his chances, and, when the 
right moment had arrived, hurled himself outward and 
downward, grabbing the horse’s bits. 

The weight on its head brought the animal to an 
abrupt stop—so abrupt that Terhune was thrown from 
the saddle into the road. 

Before he could rise, Nick was on top of him, pin- 
ning him down. 

Terhune, in spite of the handcuffs, had drawn a re- 
volver from a breast pocket, and Nick jerked it out of 
his hand. 

“Don’t be a fool,” said Nick. 
been killed!” : 

An oath was Terhune’s only response. 

Nick, groping about under the frock coat, found an- 
other revolver in his prisoner’s hip pocket anda knife 
and sheath in the breast pocket. 


“You might have 


‘Both weapons he abstracted and threw to the police- 
man who had jumped down, caught his horse} and was 
standing near, ready to lend a hand in case help was 
needed. : a oe Ce 

But the Little Giant did not require assistance. ~ 

“Tt’s up to you, Carter,” said Terhune. “You've 
got me and cave.” 

“Get up, then.” 

Nick got off the fellow’s prostrate form, thrustin 
a hand through his arm. . 

The policeman picked up Terhune’s hat and put it 
on his head, and Nick marched his man over to where 
Chick and Patsy were holding Gillman and Starlick. 

The capture: was safely effected, but the great de 
tective had had an exciting three minutes. 

Patsy had had no trouble at all in getting the darbies 
on Gillman, and Chick had not had enough to speak 
of in making the capture of Starlick. ‘ 

Starlick showed fight and tried to run around the 
Obelisk, an empty handcuff dangling from his right 
wrist. Mriay 

Chick caught him in two leaps, threw him down, 
and put on the other bracelet. 

The manacles had a quieting effect, and Starlick 
undertook the réle of an “innocent bystander.” _ 


\ 


Phy “What in the blazes does this mean? am he ci, 

angrily. 
, “If you don’t- know you'll find out ails enough,” 
- replied Chick. 

“Tt’s an outrage, an infernal outrage. Officer,” he 
turned to the man who accompanied Nick and Ter- 
hune, 6, demand that you ave these handcuffs taken 
off my wrists.” 

“Keep: sits f” exclaimed the officer, sharply. 
ue “Carter knows well enough’ what he's about.” 
‘Starlick toned down, the very name of Nick Carter 
Beyeing a quieting effect. ; 

An hour later the men were in the police station, 
fh eas ‘Nick had sent a telegram to the Chief of Police, 
‘Hdena, “Montana, telling of the capture of Terhune. 

iis ~ Not one of the prisoriers was brought to book on 
account of the clever swindle which would have been 
“perpetrated but for the ~~ and oe fs cde ee 


na 


5 ssi 


“Nick 


- 
; a 


i, re ee | | 
aa Gillman had all the elements set go to the — 
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your inheritance on the stock market, and so connived 
‘at this other operation. 
tensibly the Royal Ophir was to cost a million, of which 


I was to put up $500,000 and the two Boston men the > 


remaining $500,000. Really, only the money of the 
Boston men was to go into the deal. 

“It was my business to interest them and to help 
on the ‘salting’ operation to the extent of) preparing 
the loaded cigarettes. 
$100,000—which sum I intended-turning over to you. 


“But I have failed in that, and now the utmost I can ~ 


do is to die so that-you may have the $150,000 insur- 
ance which J have taken out on my life. That and this 
home is to be yours. It i8 all that is left of your in- 
heritance. 

“So the very last act ie my career is a swindle. a 
swindle against the insuranee company. But they 
cannot et out of paying the death loss.” 


_ The Boston men, when they learned how Nick Car- 
ter had intercepted Montgomery’s letter and inclosed 
another in the envelope sending them to Boston, ‘and 
also read the account of the capture of Terhune and his 
ae by. Nick and his assistants, were more than grate- 
ful. 

_ They would have tendered a substantial reward, but 


‘the detective would not have it. 


The case had afforded several novel features worth 
studying, and, besides, Nick had brought to justice an 
offender who had slipped away from him in Montana, 
thys making a clean record i in the matter of the Grub- 


Heke mill ri sath 


hi "THE END. 


Mast sare issue, No. 317, “will cnet “Nick Car- 


I wag to help Terhune. Osthe 


For this I expected to receive ‘ 


ter’s Auto Chase; or, Trailing the Red Spider.” The 


theft of $75,000 from a country bank, in Latimer, Ver 


do mont, was no ordinary robbery, as Nick saw. imme- 


diately on taking hold) of the case. The surprising a 


“ "developments that followed his arrival on the scene, 
including the mysterious shot in wre booth, “hy 
" which nearly cost Nick his Tife; and the st rt 
played as the. chauffeur, of the “Red Spider,” form 


STORIES OF MYSTERY. 


Send in your stories of mystery, boys. 
The contest promises to be a great one. 
Don’t you think the subject inter s ing? 
a Now, let’s see what you can do. 
} For full particulars, see page 31. 


Jack Warcen’s Second Case; or, The 
Strange Death of a Mil.ionaire. 
(By, Frank~ J. Parker, Buffalo, N. Cy 


One morning, a few weeks after the affair at Wat- 
son's jewelry store, as Jack Warden was eating his break- 
ast, a messenger boy bounded into the room and handed 
Jack a letter. This is what it contained: 


July 15, 189—. 
Jack WarDEN :-— 
Be in my office at police headquprters at 9 A. M., sharp. 
Important. » CHIEF OF Povice. 


“Hum!” mused Jack, “I'll bet my hat that’s a case. 
Here’s a quarter for you, sonny. No answer necessary. 

"s see what we can make of the letter. The chief was 
in a hurry, as the manner in which the envelope was 
sealed and the hurried writing tells me that. The word 
‘sharp’ and the word ‘important’ tell me that something 
is up. Well, I still have forty-five minutes, so I'll finish 
breakfast first.” 

In the office of the chief might have been seen that in- 
dividual and a detective, whom, for various, reasons, we 
will eall Jones. He was one of the men detailed on the 
Watson case. The two were in earnest conversation, 
waiting for Jack Warden to appear. Just at this time 
the clock began striking nine. At the sixth stroke the 
door opened and in walked the young man in question. 

“Glad to see you, Jack,” said the chief, cordially, shak- 
ing the handsome fellow by the hand. “On time, I see.” 

cere try to be,” was Jack’s reply. “But what’s 


“Oh,” said the chief, “Mr. Bennett, the millionaire was 
murdered last night. I thought you might be interested.” 
“Murdered!” exclaimed Jack. 

_“That’s what the family reported, but here’s a carriage, 
so let’s go up to his residence and look over. the affair.” 
Half an hour later the pres alighted at the millionaire’s 
residence on Delaware Avenue, and were ushered into 
the reception room. Here they were met by a stern-look- 
ing young’man of abyut thirty years of age. 

““Oh, so you are a member of the family,” said Jack, 
; way of introduction. 
“How did you know that?” asked the stranger, in sur- 
_ prised tones. — - 
_ “Wery simple,” was the reply. “Your watch chain 
ears the letter B, and the same letter appears on the ring 
om your finger. I noticed also the name ‘Arthur’ on a 
piece of paper protruding from your vest pocket, and since 
: Bennett's bind is Arthur, and added to the fact of 


p 
4 —_ 
“< 


Pe aed 


‘ your presence here on this particular morning, I was led 


to bejeve that you are Arthur Bennett. Am I right?” 

The chief looked admiringly at Jack while the stranger 
answered: “Yes, you are right. I am Mr. Bennett’s 
nephew. Will ydu look at the scene of the tragedy? 
We have left everything untouched, so that you might 
get all the clews.” 

“By all means,” said the chief. 
at once.” 

Accordingly all four ascended to the libfary where the 
dead body of Mr. Bennett had been discovered. The li- 
brary table, where the millionaire had been accustomed 
to sit, was piled full of papers. In the chair, with his 
body leaning over on the table, was the dead money king. 
In the back of his head, almost midway between both 
ears,.was an ugly wound, where the bullet had done its 
work, for he had been shot. There was little blood, 
showing that death had been instantaneous. No weapon 
of any kind was to be seen. About ten feet behind the 
chair was a door, opening into his nephew’s room. ‘ 

“Now, boys, let’s get to work,” said the chief. “In the 
first place I’d like to ask some questions. Who discoy- 
ered the murder?” 

“T did,” said Arthur, .« 

“When ?” 4 

“About eight-fifteen this morning,” f 

“What time did Mr. Bennett usually retire?” - 

“About 11 P. M.” } 

“Pardon me,” said Jack, “but you- were out last night. 
Where did you go?” ° a 

“How did ‘yqu know?” exclaimed the astonished 


nephew. 
“Tt rained last night. Look 


“Let us see into it 


“Humph,” was the reply. 
at the mud on your shoes. Now where were you?” | 

“I called on a lady friend of mine at No. 473 —— 
Avenue, and did not get hom til one o’clock.” . 

“How were things then?” ae 

“My uncle’s light was still bi, ning, so, thinking/he was 
busy, since he was up so late, I did net disturb him, but 
retired at once.” x 

Some further questioning was done by the chief, and 
when he was’ through he noticed that Jack Warden had 
disappeared. But the young detective soon returned and 
his face bore a triumphant smile. He motioned the chief 
aside and showed him a box of ,38-caliber cartridges 
which he had found inthe nephew’s overcoat. He ex- 
plained that he had thought there might be a clew of 
some sort in Arthur’s clothes, since he was the only person 
who had come and gone from the house during the time 
in which the tragedy had occurred. The ae | we have 


shown. : f 
4 
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“Would you kindly*show us your room?” said the chief, 
: turning to Arthur. 
R:: Thé young man reluctantly consented, and, opéning the 
door, all four crowded into the room. 
, “This, | suppose,” said Jack, facing a large dresser, 
“ig where you usually stand when retiting.” Stddenly 
a Jack opened the top drawer of the dresser. What ob- 
-__—‘ ject was it that met their view? A fivé-chamber revolver, 
¥ .38-caliber, and one chamber was discharged ! 
“That explains why there was no weapon to be seen,” 
ia said Detective Jones. 
s Arthur was trembling from head to foot, for it was 
= his revolver. At this point the chief took out the box of 
_ caftridges and counted its contents. There were gorty- 
five cartridges, instead of fifty! 
BY. “Young man,” said thé official, sternly, “this is a 
_ etious business—for you. It is miy belief that there is 
oe spikes audsen to warrant an afrest. You will have 
to come with us. Will you go quietly or shall I put these 
1% on?” ‘Oh God, ne!" the datbies. 

God, no !” was the r 


ly. “I see you suspect me, 


gente ll go quietly.” 
atcbinpanted the two officers, Jack 


DS sae mgt bas Ree to await the arrival of the coroner. Ar- 
thar was taken into the chief’s private office at police 
Jae sore he told his Cory, the substance of 
Re. 4 oe as : 


magia went out the afternoon of the 
ape ts ben lene fy 
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went to ste his friend, 


ed. at one deck atthe bei: the 
ught tletman 
ae ic, corel: fot disturb him, but retired } imme- 
anaete When he arose the light was still burning. 
rised, he opened the door and discovered just 
hs we have described them, w i the engeption t the 
er ers on the 8 chair. 
be penis he hid the in his 

and, then notified police. 
down this stofy, and then Arthur was 
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ur later. Whi he ce wa thinking oe 
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with neuralgia, that just after the clock struck one she 
heard Arthur enter the front door. Furthermore, she said 
that about ten mintites after“eleven she heard something 
like the shot of a revolver, but, thinking it might have 
been the slamming of a door, she paid no attention to it. 
ak aa servant said that she heard the clock strike eleven 

ee og after she began to sleep. She claimed that she 
20h fiot have been asleep more than five minutes when 
she was Startled by a noise similar to the one which the 
other servant heafd. Thinking it was an idle fancy, she 
went to sleep again. 
here during the time of the tragedy. 

“The question was, who was the murdérer? 1 ques- 
tioned Arthur before I came up here, and the servants 
also, but they clainied that all windows and doors were 
ryan Shortly after my intérview with the 
servants coroner and.@ physician arrived. After ex- 
amining the dead man they both expressed their opinion 
that he had: been dead at least ten hours, I looked over 
the library again, searching for clews. I also examined 
the revolver. And, chief, if you will again visit the scene 
of the tragedy with me I will explain to you how Mr. Ben- 
nett died. 

The chief consented, and, half an hour later, they again 
entered the fatal room. Proceeding to a spot directly 
behind the chair, Jack showed the chief a little dent in the 
waxed floor, such as would be produced by the falling 
of a metallic object on it. Jack then showed him the re- 
volver, on the pearl handle of which was a newly made 
erack, 

“You see,” said the young detective to his superior, 
“that the two things correspond. I believe that Mr. 
Bennett had this revolver on the table, sitice he was afraid 
of burglars. It was probably mingled up with papers 


and things, and accidentally shoved to the edge, when 


bullet entering his head and killing him instantly. 


{ 


aid ay Gaec a Bennett is Tog chaste innio- { 


behind brie ea no mistake.” ” 


it fell to the floor, causi 
crack in: the handle. 


the dent in the latter and the 
Striking the floor, it exploded, the 


Let 
me illustrate.” 
Removing the cartridges, Jack placed the firearm on 


This proves that Arthur was not . 


) 


the edge of the table and gave it a shove. Strange to re- 


it fell in almost the exact s Bh Dope tow Bo 
| tate, po 


oy in the pearl. At the same titne the 
sat you see,’ ”. said Jack Warden, “how Mr. Ben- 
nett oame to his death.” 


Just at this moment Detective 
| He said that he had been to ect reddy and, 
year Aang ping fee he had come to the Bennett 
ae Heh 

see the young man’s lady friend, and 


Jones entered th roi. 


ad traced Arthur’s movements, ad . 


cnopghslevideree that Ardiut Wad nothing’ to 8o with the 


trary. The chief gave him a few words of praise, 
then dismissed him. 


After he had departed, the chief tarned to Jack and 
said: “My boy, you are a ene If not yA you, x 
would probably have spent weeks trying to over 
manner of Mr. Bennett's death. Arthur would probably 
have remained in prison for months. 
feneot the Worse affair, pete 8 Oe, See 
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_ of the death of old Mr. Bennett, by accidently discovering 
the little dent in the floor. ’ 

- Arthur was released, and the chief humbly apologized. 
The funeral of Mr, Bennett occurred two days later. 
But the next day another startling crime came to the ears 
of the chief of police, and Jack Warden had his hands 
full with this new mystery. 


— —-— 


The Chicago Bank Kobbery. 
(By Ned Holmes, Lexington, Neb.) 

i in the midst of a great rainstorm, three men, 
ied Ten Clutterbuck, Terry Gerritty and Brockly Tal- 
bot, broke into the Second National Bank, on Madison 
Street. They operated on the safe and with a big charge 
of dynamite blew the hinges off. As they were thus en- 
gaged the night watchman came in upon them. There 
was a desperate struggle and the watchman fought all 
three of them almost to a standstill, when Clutterbuck got 
in his rear, and, bringing the heavy butt of his revolver 
down with all his force, crushed in his skull. He died 
almost instantly, and the robbers left the place with a 
cool hundred thousand in bank notes, As luck would 
have it, one of them left a clew in his flight—a note ad- 

ressed it. F 

: ; Five ee actat some burglars broke into the 
bank in a little town in Illinois. They were surprised by 
the Citizens, and one of the robbers was mortally 
wounded. He thought he might as well go out of the 
world with a clear conscience. He sent for the superin- 
tendent of police, and before he died he implicated Clut- 

" terbuick and Gerritty in the murder of the watchman, as 
well as the robbery of the Chicago bank. A detective 
named Leonard took up the trail. He traced the two 
robbers to San Francisco, where he found that they and 

' three others were planning to rob the Mercantile Bank. 
He concealed himself in the bank on the night of the 


attempted robbery, and when the robbers began to blow 
open the safe he dashed in upon them, and a terrible fight | 
followed. He killed all but Cluttterbuck. He hands 


_ cuffed him and took him back to Chicago, where he was 


tried and sentenced to the electric. chair, while Leonard” 


received the reward ofsten thousand dollars offered for 


Gas er aorect and conviction: 
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charge of the body. He afterward rendered a verdict 

of, “Murdered by an unknown party.” The chief of 

police telegraphed to several towns around. No one had 

heard of a man by the name of Sneddon, or a woman by 

the name. of Hamilton, except Mt. Vernon, III. They 

knew Sneddon. This is the description they gave: 

Thirty‘ years of age, five feet nine inches tall; weighed 

one hundred and seventy-five pounds; occupation, car-" 

penter. Had black hair, clean shaved, but had one piece 

out of ear in shape of a V, made by a knife in a saloon 

brawl. Was a frequenter of saloons. : 
We looked in all the saloons in town, but couldn’t find 

a man by that description. As I had to leave the next 

day to go to Evansville, I went to bed directly after sup- 

per. The next morning I went to Evansville. As I went 

out of the depot there I saw a man of the same descrip- 

tion as\the man at Henderson. I didn’t know whether 

he was the man or not. At last I determined to follow 

him and see where he went. He went into a saloon, and 

T went in, too, just to see what he would do. He went 

up to the bar and took a drink, but left a package and 

a carpenter's kit, which he carried, with the bar eeper. 

He said he would be back in about half an hour Or So. 

As he passed me I picked a letter out of his pocket, I 

then went out also. I looked at the letter. It was ad- 

dressed. to R. Sneddon, Mt. Vernon, Ill. It was signed 

L. H. ‘The contents were of no importance but one line. 

It was: “I don’t love you, so there is no use in coming 

here.” That was all I wanted, so I hurried to olice 

headquarters, and had a warrant sworn out for R. med- 

don. Two cops went with me back to the saloon. As ie 
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luck would have it, he was coming out of the saloon 
with the package and kit. I told the cops there was 
their man. They walked up to him and said: “We 
would like to see you around the corner.” He wavered 
a moment, and then came ahead. After he was around 
the corner he was handcuffed to the cops. He turned 
around and. said: “What do you want?” I said: 
“They want you at Henderson.” He turned pale, but 
laughed and said: “I am ready.” The cops took him 
to the sweat-box. After a good deal of trouble and time, 
he confessed that he was the man, That the woman was 
his sweetheart. He murdered her because she wouldn't 
marry him. The chief of police at Henderson came up 
death, as it was; when he wee 
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at I have told. This was the end of my. being in 
Henderson, so I went home and I am going to stay there. 


A Fortunate Miser. — Meee. 

(By Henry Wacker, Los Angeles, Cal.) ry 

Jud Nichols lived on the outskirts of 4 fair-sized city 

bout forty years of age, although 

he looked twenty years older, probably ‘brought about by ad 

the worry over his small fortune. “This fortune was: 

gained, by hoarding all his money, instead of providing 
himself with the luxuries of life. tae 

His home, which was a dilapidated affair, consisting 

of two rooms—a SN tg apartment and a kitchen-—-was 

land, about two acres in size. On 

this small tract of ground he raised vegetables, which ai 
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__ ways kept.a Winchester rifle within reach, when he slept. 
_ He also seercted his money, so, if he was ever visited 
a ~ by thieves, his wealth could ‘not be, easily found. 
One dark night, near the hour of twelve, Jud Nichols 
__ was visited by a robber, whose sole desire was to secure 
the hidden wealth. The thief gained an éasy €ntrance 
to the structure, through the aid of a skeleton key. 
_ After firmly assuring himself that the old niggard was 
not awake, he silently searched ‘for the secreted money. 
He did not go about his work like one who is new at the 
ee trade, but explored the rooms like an expert. : 
After a thorough and extended search the midnight 
_ prowler was rewarded for his work, for, lying on the 
__ very bottom of the old man’s wood-box, was the cov- 
__ eted sack of money. The thief quickly placed the bag 
ae of coin in another sack, which he had, and with noise- 
"less footsteps started for the door, The robber had ar- 
_ rived at the threshold, when a loud report echoed through 
_ the roomy, and the robber fell headlong down the steps 
with a bullet wound in the fleshy part of his leg. Jud 
et Nichols, the miser, who had fired the shot, then made 
a dash for the door, intent upon capturing the thief. 
on Bd + . 
But his attempt was a failure, for he had hardly ar- 
é rived at the door, when the robber jumped up, started- 
_ for a nearby thicket with a limping run, and he was soon 
lost in the darkness. 
‘The miser was so 
money, that he immediately attired himself and walked 
the entire distance of four miles to the detective burcau, 
and there reported the successful robbery. eee 
__--‘The following morning the detectives took up the trail, 
which was marked by blood. After following it about 
half a mile, they came upon the midnight prowler, who 
‘was lying upon the- ground and emitting groans, from 
the terrible pain he was suffering. 
_ After relieving the pain as best as they could, the de- 
_ tectives boarded a nearby car with their prisoner, and 
soon Aeviged at the receiying hospital, where the bul- 
let was extracted from the leg of the prisoner. After 
the operation was performed the thief was placed in an 
iron cell in the jail. I 
ps About a montli later his trial took pass and he was 
found gvilty of a criminal offense, an 
tence of ten years at the State penitentiary. =~ 
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Car! Green, the D -tective. 
. ‘ ~ (By Charles Foy, Springfield, Mass.) 
“Carl Green crept along the rafters like acat. The nivht 


Carl Green carefully took a small vial from his pocket. 
He unco.ked it with a precise and careful movement, and 
extracted something pink and something bite. 
he swallowed the Llue ard then the pink tablet. 
felt better now. Carl Green proceeded along the 
_again, Despite his utmost caution he made a 
noire, 5” 
sounded 


was given a sen- ‘ 


‘tones. 
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“Hush!” sounded again from below. ‘The fiery eyes 
were again turned upward. 

“Boys,” said a voice, “I am going to take a shot up 
there’ just for luck.” 

It was the voice of Jesse James, the bandit king of 
America. ° 

Not for one instant did Carl Green’s presence of mind 
desert him. 

“Katy did,” he chirrupped. 

“Katy didn’t,” he also chirrupped, in flat contradiction. 

Jesse James laughed ashamedly. 

“Tt’s only a couple of Katy-dids a-scrappin’,” he con- 
fessed, sheepishly. 

Sliding hastily down a water-spout, Carl Green dis- 
appeared in the night. 

“Ha, ha!” cried Jesse James, the bandit. Anon he 
changed the respective positions of the aspirants. “Ah, 
ah!” he then said. 

Carl Green, turning quickly around, gazed with an eagle 
eye up the barrels of two seven-shooters. , 

Jesse James scowled fiercely. Carl 
stanch. The night was very dark. 

“They are durf-dum bullets,” explained Jesse, kindly. 

“Tt makes no difference,” coldly remarked Carl Green. 

“Why not?” snarled Jesse. “Why not? I'd like to 
know.” 

“Because your guns will flash in the pan,” calmly re- 
plied the famous detective, with a majestic attitude of de- 
rision. 

“Devil!” hissed the, bandit, 
weapons. 

, With a haughty stride Carl Green turned on his heel. 

/ “Till try it, anyhow,” muttered Jesse James to himself, 
hoarsely, He aimed both revolvers at the figure of the 
retiring detective. 

“Dum-dum,” spoke the guns. ‘“‘Dam-dam,” spoke Carl 
Green, acutely identifying himself as the injured party. 

The ambulance ambled along some two hours or so 
later, and the surgeon promptly diagnosed the case as al- 
coholism. 

It was not until they proceeded to lift Carl Green’s re- 
cumbent form into the waiting wagon that the doctor dis- 
covered, from the tremendous weight of the body, that the 
man was stuffed with lead at every pore. 

After a decent interval the ambulance driver turned 
into the hospital courtyard. The doctors gathered around 
and examined the wounded man. 

“Ha, ha!” they cried in glee to the ambulance surgeon. 

“He’s a dead one. The drinks are on you. Walking 
into the hospital is very thirsty work.” . 

The surgeon, with a gasp of disgust, swallowed his cig- 
arette. “Foiled again!” he exclaimed, bitterly, “and by 
whom?” The dead man slowly and impressively raised 
his head. 

“By Carl Green, the detective,” he replied, in sepulechral 


Green stood 


lowering his murderous 
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ceive TEN BOOKS from this list. 
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next best stories 


will each receive any FOUR BOOKS they may 
select in this list. 
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send us the 
next best stories will each receive any THREE 
: BOOKS they may select in this list. 
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TWENTY OTHER PRIZES! “<' 
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next best stories will each receive any TWO 
BOOKS they may select in this list. 
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RE you interested in stories of that nature? Do you know any 
stories with a mystery in them? If you do, write it out and send 
itto us. In this new Mystery Story Contest we are giving away 


FIFTY PRIZES—t75 SPLENDID BOOKS 


Just look at the list of books for boys given below, They are the 
very finest stories that money can buy and written by celebrated authors 
with whom you are all familiar. Do you want to win two or more of these 
books? YOU HAVE A CHANCE TO WIN TEN. . Write out any 
story you know into which the element of mystery enters, and send it in. 
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THE BEST DETECTIVE STORIES IN THE WORLD 


281—Nick Carter’s Hunt for a Treasure; or, A Fight for life with a Mysterious Foe. 
282—Nick Carter and the Highbinders; or, The Great Chinese Mystery. 
283—Nick Carter Facing the Mob; or, Smashing the Red League. 
284—Nick Carter nd the “hirteen Club; or, Trailing a Triple Murderer. 
285—Nick Carter’s Chinese Puzzle; or, Patsy’s Little Game. 

286—Nick Carter’s Pullman Flot; or, Following a Chance Clew. 

287—Nick Carter’s Wedding Gift; or, Landing an Old Offender. 

288—Nick Carter’s Expert Exposure; or, Downing the F reight Thieves. 
289—Nick Carter and the Bank Draft Raiser; or, Catching a Slippery Criminal 
2g0—Nick Carter’s Quick Decision; or, A Strange Weapon for a Murderer, 
291—Nick @arter and the Snake Brooch; or, Making a Startling Discovery. 
292—-Nick Carter's Nate of Warning; or, The Murder of the Empress. 
293—Nick Carter’s Ghastly Find; or, Sleuthing in the Dutch Mountains. 
294—Nick Carter’s Handicap; or, Victory Won in a Canter. 

295—Nick Carter’s Palm Clew; or, What Chick Saw Through the Window. 
296—Nick Carter and the Stranglers; or, The Coin Cuff Button. 

297—Nick Carter at Mount Vernon; or, The Old Rabbit’s Paw. 

298—Nick Carter's Bath Mystery; or, After « Sleek Pair. 

_ 299—Nick Carter Among the Peter-Players; or, The Little-Knocker-Out. 
300—Nick Carter’s Suspicious Companion; or, Discharged from Custody. 
301—Nick Carter in Chicago; or, The Crime of the Lake City. 
302—Nick Carter’s Queerest Case; or, A Murder in the Snow. 
303—Nick Carter’s Wonderful Nerve; or, The Little Giant’s Task. 
304—Nick Carter in Baltimore; or, The Conspiracy of the Red League. 

- 305—Nick Carter’s Clever Decipher; or, The Letters on the Floor. 
306—Nick Carter’s Greatest Peril; or, On the Trail of a Human Fiend. 
307—Nick Carter’s Chase of the Thirteen; or, A Prisonet for Life with the Dead. 
308—Nick Carter’s Asylum Case; or, A Great Crook Outgeneraled. 
309—Nick Carter’s Dog Detective; or, A Race with a Maniac. 
g10—Nick Carter’s Mystery of Seven; or, Sleuthing at Ninety Miles an Sioar. 
311—Nick Carter in Mexico City; or, Arrested as a Criminal. 
312—Nick Carter Among the Hotel Thieves; or, The Great Jewel Robbery. 

313—Nick Carter’s Fourfold Murder; or, Clever Work in Florida. 

% 314—Nick Carter's Pipe Line Case; or, Running Down the “Reindeer Rye.” 

-- gis—Nick Carter and the Gold Thieves; or, The Grubstake Mill Conspiracy. 


we Bre, 316—Nick Carter’s Cigarette Clew; or, “Salted” for a Million. 


rae of the above umbets always on . hand. If you cannot get them from your newsdealer, five 
vs a copy will bring them to you by mail, postpaid. 
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These’ books are full size. Bound in handsome illuminated 
covers. The authors of the stories published in the Mepar 
Liprary hold first place in the hearts of the youth of our land. 


Price, 10 Cents. All Newsdealers. 
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